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MOOR VENICE. 'S 


Exter Jago and Roderigo. 


Rod. P Uſh ; Never tell me, I take it much unkindly 
That thou who haſt had my Purſe, 
As if fray ſtrings were thine, ſhouldſt know of this. 
- But you'l not hear me, 
If ever I did dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me. 
Rod. Thou toldſt me, thou didit hold him in thy hate. 
Fag. Deſpiſe me if I do not : three great ones of the Ly 
In perfonal ſuit to wake me his Lievtenant, 
Ott capt to him, and by the faith of man, 
I know my price, Iam worth no worſe a place. 
But he, as loving his own pride and purpoles, 
Evades them, with a bumbaſt circumſtance, 
Horribly ſiuft with Epithices of war : 
Non-ſuits my Mediators: for Certes, (4ays he) 
I have already choſe my Officer, and what was he ? 
Forſogth, a great Arithmetician, 
One Michael Caſſio, a Florentine, 
A fellow almoſt damn'd in a fair wife, 
Phat never ſet a ſquadron in the field, 
Nor the diviſion of a battle knows, 
More than a Spinſter, unleſs tle bookifh Theorique, 
Wherein the tongued Conſuls can propoſe 
As malſterly as he : meere pratle without practice, 
Is all his Souldier-ſhip: but he Sir had the election, 
And I, of whom his eyes had ſeen the proofe, 
At Rhodes, at Cipres, and on other grounds, 
Chritin'dand Heathen, muſt be be-leed and calin'd, 
By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-Cafter : 
He (in good time_) muſt his Leivtenant be, 
- And 1 Six (bleſs the mark) his Mooreſhips Ancient, 
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1 OTHELLO 


Rod. By heaven I rather would have been his hangman, 


Fag. But there's no remedy, 
*Tis the curſe of ſervice, 
Preferment goes by letter and affeion, 
Not by the old gradation, where each ſecond 
Stood heir to the firſt : 
Now Sir be judge your felf, 
Whether I, in any juſt tearm am affin'd 
To love the Moore ? 
Rod. 1 wonld not follow him then. 
Fag. O Sir, content you, 
I follow him to ſerve my turn upon him, 
We cannotall be Maſters, nor all Maſters 
Cannot be truly followed, you ſhall mark 
Many a dutious knee-crooking knave, 
That (doting on his own obſequious bondage ) 
Wears out his time much like his Maſters Af, 
For nought but provender, and when he's old caſbier'd, 


- Whip me ſuch honeſt knaves: 


Others there are, 
Who trim'd in forms and viſſages of duty, 


Keep yet their hearts, attending on themſclves, 


And throwing but ſhews of ſervice on their Lords, 
Doe well thrive by *em, 

And when they have lin'd their coats, 

Do themſelves homage, 

Thoſe fellows have fome ſoul, 

And ſuch a one do F profcſs my ſelf, 
It is as fure as you are Roderigo, 
Were Ithe Moore, I would not be Jaw : 
In following him, I follow but my ſclt. 
Hecavenis my judge, not I, 


for Sir, 


| For love and duty, but ſeeming ſo, for my peculias end -- 


For when my outward aGion doth demonfitate 
The native a, and figure of my heart, 
In complement externe, *tis not Jong after, 


" But I will wear my heart upon my fleeve, 


For Daws to peck at, 
Jam not whatl am. | 

Rod. What a full fortune docs the thicklips owe, 
If he can carry*'t thus ? 

Fag, Call up hex father, | 
Rowfe him, make aftex him, poyſon his delight, 
Proclaim him in the ftxeert, inſence her Kinſmen, 
And tho he ina fcrtile climate dwell 
Plague him with fiyes: tho. that bis joy be joy, 

Vet throw fuch changes of vexation out, 
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the Moor of Venice. 3 
As ic may loſe fome colour. 
Rod. Here is her fathers houſe, Ile call aloud. 
ag. Do with like timerous accent, and dixe yell, 
As when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is ſpied in populous Cities. 
Kod, What ho, Brabantio, Signior-Brabantio, ho, 
Fag. Awake, what ho, Brabantio, . 
Thieves, thieves, thieves : 
Look to your houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags, 


Thieves, thieves. | 
Brabantio at 4 window, 


Bra. What is the reaſon of this terrible ſummons? 
What is the matter there ? 

Red. Signior is all, your family within ? 

ag. Are your doors lockt ? 
ra. Why, wherefore ask you this ? 

ag. Sir you are rob'd, for ſhame put on your gown, 
Your heart is burſt, you have loſt halt your ſoul 
Even now, very now, an old black Ram 
Is tupping your white Ewe 3 ariſc, ariſe, 

Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the bell, 
Or elſe the Devil will. make a Grandſire of you, ariſe I ſay. 

Bra, What, have you loſt your wits ? 

' Rod. Moſt reverend Signior, do you know my voice ? 

Bra, Not I, what are you ? 

Rod. My name is Roderigo. 

Bra. The worſe welcome, 

I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my doors, 
In honeſt plainnefſs, thou haſt heard me ſay 

My daughter is not for thee, and now in madneſs, 
Being full of ſupper, and diſtempering draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery, doſt thou come = 

To ſtart my quiet ? 

Rod. Sir, fir, (ir. 

Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure 
My ſpirit and my place have in them power, 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good Sir. 

Bra. What, telf thou me of robbing? this is Penice, 
My houſe is not a graunge. A 

Rod. Moſt grave Brabantio, 

In ſimple and pure ſoul 1 come to you. 

Fag., Sir you arc one of thoſe, that will not ſerve God, if the Devilbid 
you. Becauſe we come to do you ſervice, you think we are Ruffans, 
you'l have your daughter covered witha Barbary horſe ; you'l have your Ne- 
phews nigh to you 3 you'l have Courſers for Couſens,and Gennets for Germans. 

Bra. What prophane wreteh art thou? | 
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Bra. Thou art a villain. 
” %ag. Youare a Senator. 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer. I know thee Roderige. 


Rod. Sir, 1 will anfwer any thing: But I befecch you, 


It be your pleaſure, and molt wiſc conſent, 
(As partly I tind it is) that your fair daughter 
At-this odd even, and dull wateh.oth*night, 
Tranſported with no worſe nor better guard 
But with a knave of common hire, a Gzadelzer, 
To the groſs claſps of a laſcivious Moor : 
If this be known to you and your allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſawcy wrongs * 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke : Donot believe 
That from the ſenſe of all civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence, 
Your daughter (it you have not given her leave, 
I ſay again) hath made a groſs revolt, 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit an + fortunes, & 
Inanextravagant and wheeling (tranger, 
Ot here, and every where: Straight ſacisfic your (elf 5, 
It ſhe be in her Chamber, or your houſe, 
Eet looſe on me the juſtice of the State, - 
For thus deluding you. 
Bra. Strike on the tinder, Ho: 
Give mea taper, call up all my people : 
This accident is rot unlike my dream, 
belect of it oppreſſes me already :; 
Light I ſay, light. 
Zag.- Farewell, for I muſt leave you, 


- It {cems not meet, nor wholſom to my place, 


To de produc'd (as if I ſtay I fhall,) 
Againſt the Moore, forl do know the ftate, 


(How ever this may gaul him with ſome check) 


Cannot with ſatety calt him, for he's imbark'd, 
With ſuch loud reaſon, to the Ci ipres wars, 


(Which even now ſtands in a& ). that: for. their ſouls,.. . 
Another-of his fathome, they have none” | 


To lead their bulineſs, in which regard, 
Tho I do hate him, as I do hells pains, 
Yer formecethity of preſent lite, 

I muſt, thew.qut.2 flag, and ſign of. love, 


Which is indeed but tign, that you. fhall ſurely find him 


Lead to the-Sagitary the raiſed ſearch, } . 
And: there will I be with, him. So farewell... 


OTHELLO,. 


ax. I am one Sir, that come to tell you, your Daughter, and the Moore, axc 
, wee” making the Beaſt with two backs. 
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the Moor of Venice... 


Enter Brabantio in his Night-goryne, and$ erugurt 


with Torch:s. 

Bra, It is too true ancvil, gone {he is, 
And what's to come of my deſpiſed time, 
Is nought but bitterneſs now Roderigo, | 
Where didit thou ſee her ? O unhappy girle! 
With the Moore ſailt thou ? who would be a father ? 
How didit thou know *twas ſhe ? (O ſhe deceives me _ 
Pati thought,) what ſaid the to you ? get more tapers, 
Raiſe all my kindred, art they married think you ? 

Rod. Truly I think they arc. 

Bra. O heaven, how got ſhe out? O treaſon of the blood; 
Fathers trom hence, truſt not your daughters minds, 


By what you ſce them a&t:! is there not charms, 


By which the property of youth and manhood 
May be abus'd ? have you not read Roderigo, 
Ot ſome fuch thing, ; 

Rod, Yes Sir, I have indeed. 


Bra. Call up my Brother . O would you had had her, 


Some one way, ſome another 3 do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ? 
Rod. I think I can diſcover himit you pleaſe 
To get good guard, and go along with me, 
Bra. Pray you lead on, at every houſe lle call, 
I may command at molt: get weapons no, 


And raifc ſome ſpecial Ofhcers of might : 


On good Kogerigo, He deſerve your pains = Exeunt, 
Enter Othello, Jago, and Attendants with Torches. 


2g+ Tho in the trade of war, I have ſhin men, 

Yet do I hold it very ſtuff o'th conſcience, 
To do no contriv'd murcher 5 I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to. do me ſervice : nine or ten times: 
I had thought to have jerk'd him here 
Under the ribs. 

Oth, Tis better as it is, 

Fag. Nay, but he prated, 
And ſpoke ſuch (curvy and provoking terms 


| Againſt your honour, that with the little godlinefs I have, 


I did full hard forbear him: but | praf#lir, 

Are you faſt married ? For beſure of this, 

That the Magnitico is much beloved, 

And hath in his cffc&; a voice potential, 

As double as the Dukes, he will divorce you 
Or put upon you what reſtraint, and grievance, 
The law (with all his might, to inforce it on,) 
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We'l give him cable. 


Oth. Let him do his ſpite, 
My ſervices which I have done the Signiory, 
Shall out tongue his complaints, *tis yet to know, 
Which when know that boalting is an honour, 
I (hall promulgate, I fetch my life and. being 
From menot royal hcight, and wy demerrits, 
May ſpeak unbonneted as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd; for know Fege. 


| But that I love the gentle P-ſJemons, 


1 would not my unhouſed tice condition, 
Put intocicuwnſcription and confine 
For the ſeas worth, Enter Caflio with lights Officers, end Toreber, 
But look what lights come yonder ? 
Fag. Theſe are the raiſed Father and his friends, 
You were beſt go in. 
Oth. Not I, I muſt be found, 
My parts, my Title, and my perfcct ſoul, 
Shall manifeſt my right by : is it they / 
Zag. Janus F think no. 
Oth. The Servants of the Duke, and my Licutenant ? 
The goodneſs of the night upon you &friends,) 
What is the news ? 
Caſ. The Duke does greet you (General,) 
And he requires your halte, poſt-hafte appearance, 
Even on the inſtant. 
Oth. What's the matter think you ? 
Caf. Something from Cipres, as F may divine, 
Tt is a buſineſs of ſome heat, the Galleys 
Have ſent adozen fonvent mefſengers 
This very night one at anothers heels : 
And many ot the Conſuls rais'd and met, 
Areat the Dukes already 3 you have been hotly call'd for, 
When bcing not at your lodging to be found, 
The Senate ſent above thice ſeveral queſts 
To ſearch you out. 
Oth. *Tis well I am found by you, 
I will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, and go with you. 
Caſ. Ancient, what makes he here ? 
Fa. Faith he to night hath boarded a land Garriact, 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for eyes. 
Caſe 1 do not underſtand. * 
Fa. He's marricd. 


Caf. To whom? 
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Whoſe Meſſengers are here about my fide, 


the Moor of Venice. | 7 


Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and others with Lighte 
and Weapons, 


#. Marry to—Come Captain, will you go? 

Oth. Ha'with you- 

Caſe. Here comes another troop to ſeck for you. 

42. It is Brabantio, General be advifd, 
He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Holla, ſtand there. 

Rod. Scignior it is the Moor, 

Bra. Down with him thief. . 

Fag. You Roderigo, come Sir, I am for you, 

Oth. Keep up your bright ſwords, for the dew will ruſt em, 
Good Scignior you ſhall more command with years 
Then with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foul theef, where haſt thou owed my daughter ? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt inchanted her, ; 
For tle xcfer me to all things of ſenfe, 

(If ſhe in chains of magick were not bound) 
Whether a maid fo tender, fair and happy, 
So oppolite to marriage that ſhe ſhun'd 
The wealthy curkd darlings of our Natien, 
Would ever have (to incur a general mock) 
Run from her gatdage to the ſooty boſome 
Of ſucha thing as thou? to fear not to delight - 
Judge me the world, it *tisnot grofs in fenſe, 
That thou haſt praQtis'd on her with foul charms, 
Abus'd her delicate youth with the drugs or minerals, 
That weakens motion : Ile have*t diſputed on 3 
*Tis portable and palpable to thinking 3 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abuſer of the world, a practiſer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant. 
Lay hold upon him, if hc do refitt, 
Subdue him at his peril. 
Oth, Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining and the reſt : 
Were it my cue to fight, I ſhould have known it, | 
Without a prompter, where will youthat I go, # 
To anſwer this your charge ? | | 

Bra. To priſon, till fic tune 
Of Law, and courfe of dire Scilion 
Call thee to anſwer, | 

Oth. What if I do obey ? 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisficd, 
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LIpon ſome preſent buſineſs of the State, | 
To bear me to him. 
Officer. Tis true moſt worthy Seignior, 
The Duke's in Council, . and your noblc (clf, 
] am ſure is ſent for. 
Brz, How ? the Duke in Council ? 
In this time of night? bring him away 
Mine's not an idle cauſe : the Duke himſelf, 
Orany of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but teel this wrong, as *twere their own. 
For'it ſuch Actions, may have paſſage trce, 
Bondſlaves, and Pagans ſhall our Statcſmen be. Exeunt. 


Enter Dukg and Senators, ſet at a Table, with lights 
and Attendants. 


Duke. There is nocompolition in theſe-news, 
That gives them. credit. 

1 Sena. Indced they are diſproportioned, 
My letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven Gallics, 

Dx. And mine a hundred and f-rty. 

2 Sen. And mine two hundred : 
But though they jump not ona juſt account, 
(As in theſe caſes; where they, aim reports, 
*Tis oft with difference, ) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh ficet, and bearing up to Cipres. 

Ds. Nay, itis poſſible cnough to judgment : . 


» I'donot fo (ſecure me to the error, 
But the main Article I do approve 6 


In fearful ſenſe | Enter a Meſſenger, 

One within. What ho, what ho, what ho? | 

Officer. A meſſenger from the Galleys, 

Dx. Now, the bufinels ? 

Sailor. The Turkiſh preparation makes for Rhodes, 

So wasI bid report here to the State, by Seignior Angelo. > 

Du. How ſay you by this change ? 

Sena. This cannot be by no aſſay of realon—yþ 
*Tis a Pageant, F 
To keep us in falſe gaze : when weconfider 's 
The importancy of Ciprus to the Turk: 

And let our ſelves again but underſtand, 

That as it more concerns the Turk then Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile queſtion bear it, \ 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 

Who altogether lacks tHabilicies 

That Rhodes is dreſt in:-if we make thought of this, 

We muſt not think the Zzrk is ſo unskiltal, 
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the Moore of Venice. 


To leave that lateſt which concerns him firſt 3 
Neglc&ing, an attempt of caſe and gain, 
To wake and wage a danger profitleſs. 

Ds. Nay, in all confidence he's not for Rhodes. 

Offcer. Here is more news. 

Meſſ. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 
Steering with due courſe, toward the Ifle of Rbodes, 
Have there enjoyned them with an after fleet. 

1 Sena, I, ſo | thought, how many, as you gueſs 

Meſ. Of 30 fail, and now they do reſtern 
Their backward courſe, bearing with frank appearance 


Their purpoſes towards Cyprxs : Seignior Montano, 


Your truſty and moſt valiant Scrvitor, 
With his free duty recommends you thus. 
And prays you to believe him. 
Dx. Tis certain then for Cyprus, 
Marcus Luccicos is not he in town ? 
1 Sena. He's now in Florence. 
Du, Write from us tohim poſt, polt haſt diſpatch. 


Eiite a 2d. Meſſenger. 


Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo, Jago, Caſſio, 


Deſdemona, and Officers. 


1 Sena. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moore. 

Du. Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtrait imploy you, 
Againlt the general enemy Ottoman; 

I did not ſce you, welcome gentle Seignior, 
We lackt your counſel, and your help to night. 

Bre, Sodid I yours, god your Grace pardon me 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of buſineſs 
Hath rais'd me from my bcd, not doth the general care 
Take hold of me, for my particular grict, 

Is of ſo loodgate and ore-bearing nature, 
"That it engJuts and ſwallows other ſorrows) 
And it is {till it (elf. 

Du. Why ? whats the matter ? 

Bra. My daughter, O my Daughter. 

All. Dead ? 5 he 

Bra. 1 to me: 

She is abus'd, ſtolnfrom me and corrupted, 

By ipels and medicines, bought of Mountebancks, 
For nature (o prepoſterouſly to erre, | 
(Being not deficient, blind or lame of ſenſc,) 
Sans witchcraft could not. 

Dx. Who erc he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her elf,) 

And you of her, the bloody book of Law, 
C 
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You ſhall your ſelf read in the bitter letter, 
Atrer its own ſence, ye tho our proper ſon 
Stood in your action, 

Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace ; 
Here is the man, this Moor, whom now it ſecms 
Your ſpecial Mandatc, for the State affairs 

Hath-hither brought, 
Ai. We are very ſorry for't. 

Pu. What in your own part can you ſay to this ? 

Era. Nothing, but this is ſo. | ; 

0th, Molt potent,grave and reverend Scigniors, 
My vcry noble and approv'd good Matters: 

Thar I have tane away this old mans daughter, 
[t is mol true: true, I have married her, 
The very head and tront of my offending, 
Fath this extent no more. Rudel am in my ſpeech, 
And little blett with the ſet phraſe of peace, 
For {ince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
Till now ſome nine moneths walted, they have us'd 
Their deareſt ation in the tented held 3 
And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 
More then pertains to feats of broyls, and battail, 
And theretore little thall I grace my cauſe, | 
In {peaking for my (clt; yet by yonr gracious paticncc, 
I would a round unraviſh'd tale deliver, 
Or my whole courſe of love, what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuration, what mighty magick, | 
(For ſuch proceedings am I charg'd withal :) 
] won his Daughter. 
Brz, A Maid:n never bold, 
Ot ſpirit ſo {till and quiet, that her motion 
Blufat at her ſelf : and ſhe in ſpight of nature, 
Ot years, of Country,.credit, every thing, 
To fall in love with what ſhe fear'd tolook on ? 
Itis a judgment maim'*d, and moſt impertect, 
That will confeſs, perfc&ion ſo would erre +» 
Againlt all rules of Nature, and muli be driven 
To tind-out practiſes of cunning hell, 
Why this ſhould be, I therctore vouch again, 
That with ſome mixtures powerful ore the bl-od, 
Or with ſome dramconjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. | 

Dx. To vouch this is no proof, 

Without more certain and more overt teſt, . 
Theſe are hin habits, and poor likclihoods, 

Of modern ſeernings, you prefer againſt him. 

1:Sena. But Othelio ſpeak, | 
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Did you by indireq and forced courſes, 
Subduc and poyſon this young Maids affeQions ? 
Or came it by requeſt; and ſuch fair queſtion, 


As ſoul'to ſoul affordcth ? 


Oth, 1 do beſeech you, 
Send tos the Lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her ſpeak of me before her Father; 
It youdo find me foul in her report, 
The Truſt, the Office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but Ict your {cntence 
Even fall upon my lite. 

Dru. Fetch Deſdemona hither. 

Oth. Ancient condudt them, you beſt know the place 3 
And till ſhe come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confeſs: the vices of my blood, 
So juſtly to your grave ears Ilc preſent, 
How I did thrive in this fair Ladics love, 
And the in mine. 

Du. Say it Othello. | 

Oth. Her Father loved me 3 oft invited me, 
Still queſtioned me the ſtory of my lite, 
From year to year, the baticls, ſefges, fortunes 
That I have paſt: 
I ran-it through, even from my boyiſh days, 
Toth very moment that he bid me tell it : 
Wherein I ſpeak of moſt diſaſtrous chances, 


. Of moving accidents, by flood and held 


Of hair-breadch (capes ith* imminent deadly breach 3 
Ot being taken by the inſolent fo, 

And ſold to flavery ; of my redemption thence, 

And portarice in my travels hiſtory 

Wherein of Antars vaſt, and Deſarts idle, 
Roughquaries, rocks and hils, whoſe heads touch heaven, 
It was my hint to ſpeak, ſuch was my proceſs: 

And of the Cannibals, that each other eat 3 

The Anthropophagie and men whoſe heads 

Do grow bencath their ſhovIders: theſe to hear, 
Would Deſlemona (ſeriouſly incline 3 

But till the houſe affairs would draw her thence, 
Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 

Shced com-again, and with a greedy car 

Devour up my diſcourſe z which I obſcrving, 

Took once a plyant hour, and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of carnett heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

W hercoi by parſels ſhe had ſomething heard, 


But not intentively, I did conſent, 
2 


Exenunt two or three. 
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And often did beguilc her of her tears, 

-, When did ſpeak of ſome diftreſsfull ſtroak 
That my youth ſuffered: my ſtory being done 3 
She gave me. for my pains a world of ſighs 
She {wore I faith *twas ſtrange, *twas paſling ſtrange 
"T was pitiful, *twas wondrous pitiful ; | 
She witht ſhe had not heard ir, yet (he wiſht 
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That heaven had made her ſuch a man : ſhe thanked me, 


And bad me it 1 had a friend that loved her, 

] ſhould but teach him how to tell my ſtory, 

And that would woe her. Upon this heat I ſpake: 
She lov'd me tor the dangers I had pat 

And I loy'd her that ſhedid pitty them, 

This only is the witchcraft 1 have us'd:- 

Here comes the Lady, 

Let her witneſs it. 


Enter Deſdemona, Jago, and the reſt. 


Dx. I think this tale would win my Daughtor toz—— 
Good Brabantis, take up this mangled matter at the beſt, 


- Men do their broken weapons rather uſe, 
"Then their bare hands. 
Bra. I pray you hear her (peak. 
It ſhe confeſs that ſhe was half the wooer, 
Deſtruction light on me, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miſtreſs : 
= Doyou perceive in all this noble company 
Where moſt you owe obedience ? | 
Deſ. My noble father, 
] do perceive here a divided duty : 
\ To you TI am bound for life and education 5 
My life avd education both do learn me . . 
How to reſpec you, you are the Lord of duty, 
Lam hitherto your daughter, But here's my husband : 


[7 - . And fo much duty as my mother ſhewed 


_ To you, preterring you before her father, 
. So much 1 challenge, that I may profeſs, 
Dne to the Moore my Lord. 
Bra. God bu'y, I ha done: 

Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State affairs, 
1 had rather to adopt a child than get it 3 

Come hither Moore : 

I here do give thee that, with all my heart, 

Which but thou haſt already, with all my heart 

I would keep from thee: for your ſake ( Jewel,) 

I am glad at ſoul, I have no other child, 

For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny, 


the Moor of Yemce. "7". 5 BY IM 
To hang clogs on *em, I have done my Lord. 

Dx. Let me (peak like your felt, and lay a ſentence 
Which as a greeſe oritep may help thele lovers 
Into your favour. L 
When remedies are paſt, the griefs are ended, 

By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended, 
To mourn a miſchief that is patt and gon, 

. Is the next way to draw more miſchiet on : 
What cannot be preſerv'd when fortune takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The rob'd that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the thiek, 
He robs himſclf chat ſpends a bootleſs griet. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile. 

We loſe it not fo long as we can {mile 
He bears the ſentence well that nothing bears, 
But the free comfort, which from thence he hears: 
But he bears both the ſentence and the ſorrow, 
That to pay grict, mult of poor patience borrow. 
Theſe ſentences to ſugar, or to gall, 
Being ſtrong on both fides, are equivocal ; 
But words are words, I never yet did hear, 
That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear. 
Beſeech you now, to the affairs of the ate. 

Du. The Turk with moſt mighty preparation makes for Cypras : 
the fortirude of the place is beſt known to you, and though we have there #®** 
Subſtitute of moſt allowed ſufficiency, yet opinion, a ſovereign Miſtreſs of * 
effects, throws a more ſafer voice on you 3 you muſt therefore be content ta- 
ſlubber the gloſs of your new fortunes, with this more ſtubborn and boiſte- 
rous expedition. 

Oth. The tyrant cuſtom, moſt grave Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and fteel Cooch of war, 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 
I find in hardneſs and do undertake 
This preſent war againſt the Ottomates : 
Moſt humbly therefore, bending to your State, 
I crave hit diſpoſition for my wife, 
Due reference of place and exhibition, 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort, 
As levels with her breeding. 
' Dx. If you pleaſe bee't at her fathers. 

Bra. Ilenot have it ſo, 

Oth. Nor I, | 

Deſ. Norl, I would not there reſide, 

To put my father in impatient thoughts, 
By _ his _—_— gracious Duke, 
- To myuntoldi a gracious car, ky) af 
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Andletm e find a charter in your voyce, 
Taffit my Ymplencls.— 
Dx. What would you Deſdemona ? 
Def. That I did love the Moore to live with him, 


My down right violence, and ſtorm of Fortuncs, 


May trumpet to the world 3 my hearts ſubdued, 
Evcn to the very quality of my.Lord : 
] ſaw Othells*s vilage in his minde, 
And to his Honors. and his valiant parts 
Did 1 my foul and tortuncs conſecrate. 
So that dear Lords, It I be lett behinde, 
A Moth of peace, and he goc to the warre, 
The rites tor which I love him, are bcrett me, 
And Va heavy-interim ſhall ſupport, 
Bz. his dear abſence 3 let me goe with him. 
Oth. Your voyces Lords: befcech you let her will 


Have a tree way. 


Vouch with me Heaven, I thercfore beg it not 

To pleaſe the palate of my appetite, 

Nor to comply with heat, the young aftects 

In my dctunct, and proper ſatisfaction, 

But to be tree ond bountcous to her mind; 

And heaven defend your good ſouls that you think 


A will your ſcrious and good bulincſs 'cant, 


or ſhe is with me 3 no, when light wing'd tOyes, 


_ And feather'd Cupid foyls with wanton dulncls, 
My ſpeculative and active in{truments, 


That my diſports, corrupt and taint my buſineſs, 
Let huſwives make a Skcllet of my Helm; 

And all indigne and baſe advcrlities, 

Make head againlt my reputation, 

Dr. Be it, as you ſhall privatcly determine, 
Either for her ſtay or going, the affair cryes haſte, 
And por mult anſwer, you mult hcnce to night, 

Def. Fo night my Lord ? 

Du. This night. Oth, With all my heart. - 

Dz. At nine 1'th morning here we'l mect again, 
Othello, leave ſome othcer behind, 


And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you, 


With ſuch things elſe of quality and reſpect, 
As doth import you. 
Oth. Pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient, 
A man heis of honeſty and truſt, 
Fo his conveyance I atligne my wiſe, | 
With what elſe needful your g00d race fhall think 
To be'fent after me. 
Dx, Let it be fo, 
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. the Moor of Venice. 
Good night to every one, and noble Scignior, 
If virtuc no delighted beauty lack, 
Your Son in law 1s far more fair than black. 
1 Sena, Adicu brave Mooxe, uſt Deſdemona well, 
Bra. Look to her Moore,tfthou haſt eyes to (cc. | =_ 
She has deceiv'd her ſather, and may.thce, Exeunta- > FR. 
Oth. My lite upon her faith. Honeſt F go, f” 2202 
My De/domona mult 1 leave to thee, 
I prethce let thy wife attend on her, 
And bring her atter in the belt advantage z 
Come Deſdemona, 1 have but an hour 
Of love, of w@ldly matters and direction, 


To ſpend with thee,we mult obey the time. 6 
Rod, Fgo. | Exit Moore and Deſdemoniyg ,, 
Fag. What Caiſt thou noble heart ? . % 
Kod, What will I do thinkſt thou ? <4 


Fag. Why goe to bed and ſlecp, 

Rod, 1 will incontinently drown my {clf. 

Fg. Well, it thou doeli, 1 hall never love thee after it, 
VW hy thou filly Gentleman. 

Red. Ic is fillinets to live, when to live isa torment, and then we have a 
preſcription, to dye when death is our Phylitian. | | . 

ag. O villanous, I ha look'd upon the world for four times ſeven years, 

and hnce I could dittingniſh between a bencht, and an injury, 1 never tound a «44 
man that knew how to love himſelf: cre I would ſay I would drown my» 
telf, for the love of a Ginny Hen, I would change my humanity with@. 
Baboone. | 6: T4 

Rod. What ſhould I doe? I confels it is my ſhame to be ſo fond, but it is not 54 
in'my virtue to amend it. 21h 14 MET 

Fag. Virtue, a hg, 'tis in our ſe'ves, that we are thus, or thus, our bodies 
are gardens, to the which our wills are Gardiners, ſo that if we willplanc 
Nettles, or ſow Lettice, ſet Iſop, and weed up Time), ſupply it with one gen- 
der of hearbs, or diliract it with many 3 cither to have it fterrill with-idſenels, 
or manur'd with indultry, why the power, and corrigible Auth&nit” ot this, 
tics in our wills. © If the ballance of our lives had not cone ſcale of reafon. to 
poyle another of ſenſuality; the blood and baſeneſs of our natures, 
would conduct us to moſi prepoſterous concluſions. © But we have reaſon to 
coole”:Gar raging motions, our carnal filings, our unbitted luſtsz; where» 
of | take this that you call love to be a Sec, or Sycn. 


Rod. It cannot be. | 

Fag. It is meerly a luſt of the blood, and a permiſſion of the will ; Come, 
be a man; drownthy {elf'; drowne Cats, and blinde Puppies : I profefs me thy 
friend, and I confeſs me knit to thy deſerving, with Cables of pefturab)c 
toughneſs 3 I could never better fieed thee then now. Put money im thy 
purſe 3-follow theſe wars, defeat thy favour with an uſurp'd bcard ; 
I fay, put money in thy purfe. It cannot be, that Deſdemona ſhow1d 
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long continue her love unto the Moor, put money in thy purfe, — 
nor he his to her 3 it was a violent commencement, and thou thalt ſee an an- 
{wcrable ſcqueſtration : put but money in thy pusſe. Theſe Moores are 
changeable in their wills. Fill thy purſe with money. The food that to him 
now 15 as luſhious as Locults, ſhall be to him ſhortly as bitter as Coloquintida : 
She muſt change for youth 3 when ſhe is ſated with his body, ſhe will tind the 
crror of her choice 3 ſhe muſt have change, ſhe muſt. Therefore put money 
in thy purſe: If thou wilt needs damn thy felf, do it a more dilicate way 
then drowning z make all the money thou canſt. If ſanRimony, and a 
trail vow, betwixt an erring Barbarian, and a ſuper-ſubtle Venetian, be 
not too hard for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou ſhalt enjoy her ; 
therefore make money,-——— a pox a drowning, tis clean out ot the way ; ſcck 
thou rather to be hang'd in compatſiing thy joy, then to be drowned, and go 
without her. 3 
Rod. Wilt thou be faſt tomy hopes, if I depend on the iſſue ? 
ag. Thou art ſure of me go, make monecy—— Tl have told thee of- 

tcn, and I tell thee again, and again, I hate the Moor, my cauſe is hearted, 
thine has no leſs reaſon, let us be conjunctive in our revenge againſt 
him : If thou canſt cuckold him, thou dolt thy felt a pleaſure, me a 
ſport. There are many events in the womb of Time, which will be d:- 
livered,. Traverſe, go, provide thy money, we will have more of this to 
morrow, adicu. 

Rod. Where thall we meet i'th* morning ? 

Jug: At my lodging. 

od. F'Il be with thee betimes. 
- Jag. Go to, farewell :—do you hear Roderigo ? 

| Rod. What ſay yoa ? | 

Zages No more of owning, do you heax? 

Rod. Iam chang'd, I'll goſcl] all my land. 


| Exit Rogerigo, 
FZag. Thus do I ever make my fool my purſe: 
For I mine own gain'd know!cdge ſhould prophane 
If I would time expend with fuch a ſnip, 
But for my ſpot and profit : | hate the Moor, 
And it is thought abroad. that twixt my ſhcets 
Ha's done my Office ; I know not if t be true—— 
Yet I, for meer fufpition in that kind, : 


' Willdo, as if for ſurety : be holds me well, 


The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him. 
Cafſio's a proper man, let me ſeenow, 
To get this place, and to plum up my will, 
A double knavery—hbow, how,—kt me ſee, 
After ſome time, to abuſe Qthello's car, 
That he is too familiar with his wife : 


* He has a perſon and a {ſmooth diſpoſe, 


To be ſulpeted, fram'd to make woman fattc ; 
The Moox.is of a tice and open nature, 
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That thinks men honeR, that but ſeems to-be fo : 
And will as tenderly be led bith* noſce—as Aſles are : 
Tha't, it is ingender'd : Hell and night 

.Muft bring this mon(trous birth tothe worlds light. 


M_—_ 


Exit. 


CENG 


Adcus Secundus, Scoena prima. 


Exter Montanio, Governour of Cyprus, with 
two other Gentlemen. 


Montanio, 
Hat from the Cape can you diſcern at Sca ? 
. 1 Gent. Nothing atall, it is a high wrought flood, 
1 cannot *twixt the heaven and the main 
Deſcry afail. 
Mn. Methinks the wind does ſpeak aloud at land, 
A fuller blaſt ne*r ſhook our battlemen ts: 
If it ha rufliand ſo upon the Sea, 
What ribs oft Oak, when mountain mele on them, 
Can hold the morties, —What ſhall we hear of this ? 
2 Gent, A ſegregation of the Tarkiſh fleet : 
For do but ſtand upon the foaming ſhore, 
The chiding billows ſeems to pelt the clouds, 
The wind ſhak*d ſurge, with high and monſirous main 
Seems to caſt water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the guards of th'ever fixed pole, 
I never did like moleſtation view, 


| On the enchafed flood. 


Mon, It that the Twrkiſh Fleet 
Be not inſhelter'd, and embayed, they are drown'd, 
Ic is impoſlible to bear'it out. 


Enter a third Gentleman. 


3 Gent. News Lads, your wars are done: 
The deſperate Ten:peſt hath ſo bang'd the Turk, 
That their deſigment haults : 

A noble ſhip of Venice, 
Hath ſeen a grievous wrack and ſufferance 


On moſt part of their Fleet. 


Mon. How. is this true ? 
3. Gent.The ſhip is here put in ; 


Lieutenant - 
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eq OTHELLO, 
Lievtenent to the warlike Moor Ohello, 
Is come a ſhore : the Moor himſelf at Sea, 
And is in full commiſhon here for Cyprus. 

Mon. T am glad on't, *tis a worthy Governour, 

3 Gent. But this ſame Caſo, tho he ſpeak of comfort, 
Touching the Turkiſh loſs, yet he looks ſadly, 
And prays the Moor be ſafe, for they were parted, 
With foul and violent Tempelt. 

Mon. Pray heavenhe be : 
For I have ſerv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full Soldier : 
Lets to the ſea tide, ho, 
As well to ſee the Veſſel that's come in; 
As to throw out oureyes for brave Othello, 
Eve ntill-we make the Main and th'Air all blew, 
An jadiſtin regard. 
1. "34 Gent, Come, let's = ſo, 

Eor every minute is-expetancy 
Of | +»; ny only 4 Enter Caſſio.. 

Caſc Thanks to the valiant of chis Ile, 
- That fo approve the Moor, and let the heavens, 
Give him defence againſt their Elements 
For I have loſt him on a dangerous ſea. 

Mon. Is he well ſhipt ? ; 

Caſe His Bark isſtoutly timberd, and is Pilot 
Ot very expert and approv'd allowance, 
Therefore my hope*s (not ſurfcited to death) 
Stand in bold cure Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. Afail; a fail, a (ail. 

Caſ. What noiſe ? : 

Meſ: The Town is empty, on the brow o'th fea, 
Stands rancks of people, andthey cry a fail. 

Caſ. My hopes do fhape him for the Government, 

2. Gent, They do diſcharge the ſhot of courtelie, 


Qur friend at leaſt. | H ſbots ; 


Cafe I pray you fir go forth 

And give 4 dry a *tis-chat is arriv'ds. : 
2, Gent... ſhall, Exit. 
Mon. But good Lievecnant, is your General wiv'd'? 
Caf. Moſt fortunately, he hath atchiv'd amaid, 

That parragons deſcription-and wild fame 

One that excels the quisks of blaſoning pens 

And in the eſſential veſture of creation, 

Does bear an exccllency : —now, who has put in.? 
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Enter 2 Gentleman, 


2 Gent, *Tis one Fago, Ancient tothe General; 
He has had moſt favourable and happy fpecd, 
Tempelis themſelves, high ſeas, and houling winds, 
The guttered rocks, and congregated ſands, | 
Traitors cnſteep'd, to clog the guiltleſs Keel, 3 { x 
As having ſenſe of beauty, do omit | at 
Their common natures, letting go ſafely by 
The divine Deſdemona. 

Mon, What is ſhe? 

Caſ. She that I ſpeak of, our great Captains Captain, 

Left in the condu@t of the bold Fago, 

Whoſlc tooting here anticipates our thoughts 

A ſcanights ſpeed —great. Fove Othello guard, 

And ſwell his fail with thine own powerful breath, 
That he may bleſs this Bay with his call ſhip, 
And'ſwittly come to Deſdemona's arms 


Enter Deſdemona, Jago, Emilla, end Roderiga. - » 


Give renew'd fire, | 
To our extinQed ſpirits : 
And bring all Cyprus comfort, — O behold 
The riches of the ſhip is come on ſhore. 
Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees: 
Hail to the Lady :” and the grace of heaven, 
Before, bchind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwhecl thee round. 
Def. I thank you valiant Caffio-: 
What tidings can you tcll me of my Loxd ? 
Caſ. He is not yet arrived, nor know I ought, 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. 
Def. O but I fear —how loſt you company ? [within] A ſail a ſail, 
Caf! The great contention of the ſea and skies 
Parted our fellowſhip : but hark a ſail. 
2 Gent. They give their greeting tothe Citadel, 
This likewife is a friend. | 
Caf. Sce for the news: | 
Good Ancient you are welcome, welcome Miſtreſs, 
Let it not gall your patience, good Fage, | 
That I extend my manners, *tis my i 
That gives me thisbold ſhew of courteſic. 
Fag. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much-of her lips, 
As of her tongue ſhe has bertowed on me, 
You'd have cnough. | | 
D 2 | Def. 
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Def. Alas! ſhe has no ſpeech. 
ag. In faith too much : 
I find it (till, for when I ha leave to ſleep, 
Mary, before your Ladiſhip I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking,, 
Em. You ha little caule to ſay ſo. 
Fag. Come on, come on, you are Pictures out of dores:: 
Bells in your Parlors : Wild-cats in your Kitchins : 
Saints in your injuries : Divels being offended : 
Players in your houſc-witery; and lhoufe-wivyes in your beds, 
Def QO he upon thee flanderer. 
Fag.. Nay, it is true, orelſe I am a Trrk, 
You riſe to play, and goe to bed to work. 
Em. You (hall not write my prailſc.. 
Fag. No, let me not. 
Deſ. What would thou write of me, 
Tf thou ſhould(t praiſe me? 
Zag. O gentle Lady, do not pnt me to't, 
For I am nothing, it not critical. 
Deſ. Come &6n, aflay—there's one gone to the Harbours. ſ 
7 Zag- 1 Madam. | 
'- Def. I am not merry, but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by ſeeming otherwilc : 
Come, how. would thou praiſe me 2 
Fag. 1am abour it, but indeed my invention 
Comes from my pate, as birdl;me does from treeze, 
le placks out braine and all : but my Muſe labours, 
And thus ſhe is delivered : | 
If ſhe be fair and wife, fairneſs and wit | 
The one*s: for uſe, the'other ſeth it, 
Deſ. Well prais'd : how it ſhe be black and witty ?- 
Jag. If ſhe be black, and thereto have a wit, 
Shell find a white, that ſhall her blackneſs fit. 
Deſc” Worſe and.worle. 
.Em. How if fair and fooliſh ?- 
Jag. She never yet was fooliſh, that was fairs: 
For even her folly belpt her to ay Heir... 
Deſ. Theſe are old Paradoxcs, to make fools laugh ith Alchouſe 3 . What: 
' -miſerable praiſe ha{t thou for her, 
| | [That's foul and fooliſh ? 
; ] Tag, There's none ſo foul, and fooliſh thereunto,: 
| » But does foul pranks, which fair and wiſe ones do. 
Z Def. 'O heavy ignorance that praiſes the work beſt: but. whia praiſe could{t- 
LE. * thou beſtow on a- deſerving :wotnatvuindeed??) one,; that in the authority 
vi her mares dig juſtly put on the vouct: ot yery malice.it (elf ?r 
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Jag- 


: Bad her wrong ſtay, and her diſpleaſure flye 


+ Ifafterevery tempeſt, come ſuch calmneſs, 


the: Moor of Venice: 
Jag. She that was ever fair, and never proud, 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud, 
Never lackt gold, and yet went never gay, ; 
Fled from ber wiſh, and yet ſaid, now. I may: 
She that b:ing angred, ber revenge being nigh, 


She that in wiſdome never was ſo-fraih, 

To change the Codſhead for the Salmons tall : 
She that cold think, and nere diſcloſe her minA4, 
See Sutors foll»wing, and not look behind : 

She was a wight, (if ever ſuch wight were, ) 

Deſc To do what ? 

Jag. To ſuckle fools, and chronicle ſmall Beere. 

Deſ. O roit Jame and inipotent conclution : 6 
Do not learn of him Emillia, tho he be thy husband : 

How ſayyou Caſfo, 1s he not a mck prophanc and liberal 
Counlcllour, 

Caſ. He {peaks home Madam, you may rell:th him 
Morc in the Souldier than in the Scholler. 

Fag. Hetakes her by the palme I well ſed, whiſper with as little a webb 
as this; will I.cnſ{nare as grcat a flic as Caſi, I ſmile upon her, doe : 1 will 
catch you in your own Courtſhip : you ſay true, *tis ſo indeed, It fuch tricks 
as theſe {trip you out of your Licutenantry, it had been better you had not ritt 
your three tngers ſo oft, which now again, you are moſt apt to play the tir ina 
very good well kilt, and exccllent courtelie *tts fo indeed : yet again, your 
tingers at your lips ? would they were Cliſterpipes for your fake. ——T hz 
Moore, | !.now his Trumpet: . | [ Trumpet within... 
| Enter Othello, and Attendants. | | 

Gaſ. *Tis truly ſo. 

Def. Lets mcet him, and reccive him. . 

Caſ. Loc, where he comes. - 

0th, O my fair Warriour. 

Deſ. My dear Othello. 

Oth. It gives me wonder, great as my content; . 

To fee you here before me : O my (ouls joy, 


May the winds: blow, till they have wakened death s - 
And let the labouring Bark clime hills of Seas, 
Olympus high, and duck --againas low, 
As HelF's from Heaven 3 It it were now-to dye, . 
*Twere now to be moſt happy, for I fear 
My Soul hath her content ſoabſolute, 
That not another- comfort, like to-this - 
Sncceeds in unknown Fate, 

Def. The Heavens forbid... 
But that our lovesand comforts fhould increaſe, 
Even as our dayes do grow, | 
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O:h. Amen to that, {weet Powers : 
T cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 


It ttops me here, it is too much of joy :; | 
And this, and this, the .greatelt diſcord be, [ kij7. | | 


That ere our hearts ſhould make, 
ag. O, you are wcll-tun'd now) 


But Fle ſet down the pegs, that makes this mulick, ; 
As honeſt as I am. | | 

Oth, Corne, Ict us to the Caſlltle : | 
News friends.our wars arc done. the Trrks are drown'd, + ' 


How does my old acquaintance of this Iſle? 

Honny, you ſhall be well dclir'd in Cyprus 3 

I have tound great love amorglt them : O my {weet : 
I prattcle out of falhion, and I dote, 

In mine own comtorts : I prethce good Fago, 

Go to the Bay, and dilimbark my Cofters 3 

Bring thou the Maſicr to the Citadel: ; | 
He is a good one, and his worthineſs, | 
Does challenge much re{pe&, come Deſdemona. 

Once more well met at Cyprus. Exennt, 

Fag. Do thou meet me preſently at the Harbour : come hither, it thou beeft 
valiant, (as they ſay, baſe men being in love, have then a Nobtlicy in their na- 
tures, more than is native to them, )—liſt me, the Lieutenant to night watches 
on the Court of Guard : fiſt I will tell thee this, Deſdemona is durcttly in love 
with him. | 

Rod. With him? why *cis not poſſible, « 

Zag. Liy thy tinger thus, and let thy Soul be inſtructed: marke me, with 
-what violence ſhe hrit lov*d the Moore, but for bragging, and tclling her fan- | 
taſtical lies 3 and will ſhe love him ſtill for prating ? let not the diſcreet heart | 
think it. Her cye uſt be fed, and what dclight ſhall ſhe have to Jook on the 
Devil ? When the blood is made dull with the a& of ſport, there ſhould be a 
game to inflame it, and give ſaciety a freſh appetite, Lovelineſs in favour, ſym- 
pathy in years, manners, and beautics all which the Moore is detcEtive in : | 
now for wint of theſe rcquir'd conveniences, her delicate terdernc(s will hnd 
its {elf abus'd, begin to heave the gorge, diſreliſh and abhor the Moor, very na- 
ture will inſtruct her to it, and compel her to ſome {eccnd choice : Now Sir, 
this grantcd, as it is molt pregnant and unforced polition, who fiands fo emi- 
nently in the degree of this fortune, as Caſſiodoes ? a knave very voluble, no 
farther confcionable, than in putting onthe mcer form of civil and humane 

"{eeming, for the better compatling of his talt and moti hidden looſe affections : 
A ſubtle ſlippery Knave, a finder out of occaſions 3 that has aneye, can ſtamp 
and counterfeit advantages, tho true advantage never preſent it ſelf. Beſides, 
the Knave is handſome, young, and hath all thoſe rcquilites in him that follyand 
green minds look aftcr : a peltilent complcat knave, and the woman has tound 
him already. | | 
Rod. 1 cannot believe that in her, ſhe's fiill of moſt bleſt condition. 4 
Fag. Blett tigs cnd 3 the wine (hedrinks is made of grapes: if ſhe had been; 
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bleſt, ſhe would never have lov'd the Moore, Didſt thou not (ce her paddle 
with the palme of his hand ? didſt not marke that ? 

Rod. Yes, But that was but courtchie. Ep | 

ag. Lechery, by this han4 3 an Ind:x and'obſcure prologue to the Hiſtory, 
of Jutt and foul thoughts : they met ſo near with their lips, that their breaths 
embrac'd together, villanous thoughts, when theſe matualities ſo marthal the 
way 3 hand at hand comes Roderigo, the matter, and the main exerciſe, the in- 
corporate concluſion. But Sir, be you rul'd by me, I have brought you from 
Venice, watch you to night, for command, Vle lay't upon you. Caſſio knows you 
not, I'lenot be far from you, do you find ſome occalion to anger Caſſo, either 
by ſpeaking too loud, or tainting his diſc)pline, or from what other courſe you 
pleaſe 3 which the time ſhall more favourable miniſter, 

Rod. Wecll. 

Fag. Sir he is ra{h, and very ſudden in cholcr, and haply with-his Trunchen 
may ttrike at you 3 provoke him that he may, tor even out of that, will I cauſe 
thele of Cyprus to mutiny, whole qualihcation ſhall come into no true taſte 
again't, but by the diſplanting of Caſſis : So ſhall you- bave a ſhorter journey to 
your delires, by the mcans I ſhall then have to preter them, and the impedi- 
ment molt protitably ren:ov'd, without which there were no expectation ot our 
proſperity. | | 

Rod. 1 will do this, if I can bring it to any opportunity. 

Fag. 1 warrant thee, meet me by and by at the Cittadel 3 .1'muſt fetch his 
necceflaries a ſhore, Farewcl, 

Rod. Adicu. Exit. 

Fag. That Caſſio loves her, I do well believe it ; 

That the loves him, *tis apt andof great credit 3 
The Moore howbc't, that 1 endure him nor, 

Is of a conſtant, noble, loving nature 3 

And I darc think, hel prove to Deſdemona 

A moſt dear Husband ; now I do love her too, 
Not out of abſolute luſt, (tho peradventure, 
Iftand accomptant for as great a {in,) 

But partly lead to diet my revenge, 

For that I do ſuſpeR the lultful Moore, 

Hath leap'd into my ſeat, the thought whereof 
Doth like a poyſonous Mineral gnaw my inwards 3 , 
And nothing can, nor ſhall content my Soul, 

Till I ameven'd with him, wife for wife ; 

Or failing ſo, yet that I put the/ Moore, 

At leaſt, into a jealouſic ſo ſtrong, 

That judgement cannot cure 3 which thing to do,-. 
If this poor traſh of Venice, whom Itrace, 

For his quick hunting, ſtand the parting on, 

Fle have our Michael Caffio onthe hip, 

Abuſe him ro-the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

(For 1 fear Caffio, with my night-cap. to) 

Make the Moore thank me, love me, and reward me, 


For 
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For makivg him egregiouſly an A(s, 

And practiiing upon his peace and quiet, 

Even to wadneſs :;—*tis here, but yet confus'd 

hnarcrics plain facc is never ſccn, till us'd. Exi. 


Enter Othello's Herauld, reading @ Proclamation. 


It is Othello's pleaſure, our. noble and valiant General, that upon certain ti- 
d:ngs now arrived, importing the-meer perdition of the Terkſh Fleet 3 that c- 
very man put himſelt into triumph 3 ſome to dance, fome make Bonehres : cach 
n:an to what ſport and Revels his addition leads him; for bctides theſe bene- 
licial News, it is the cclebration of his' Nuptials : So much was his plcaſure 
{hould be proclaimed. All Offices are open, and there is full liberty, from this 
preſent hour of tive, till the bell hath told cleven. Heaven blc(s the Hle of Cy- 
pres, and our noble General Othelo, 


Enter Othello, Caſſio, and De{demona. 


Oth. Good Michael look you to the guard to night. 
Lets teach our ſelves that honourable (top, | 
Nat to out-{port diſcretion. 

Caſe Fago hath dire&tion what to do : 
But notwithſtanding, with my perſonal eye 
Will 1 look to it. | 
© Oth. Fago is moſt honeſt, 
Michzel goodnight, to morrow with your earlieſt, 
Let me have fpecch with you, come my dear love, 
The purchaſe made, the truits arc to enſue, 
That profits yct to come 'twixt mc and you, 
Good night. | 
Enter ago. 


Caſ. Welcome Fago, we mult to the watch. 
ag. Not this hour Lieutenant, *tis not yet ten a Clock : our ' General cat 
us thus early for the love of his Deſdemonz, who let us not therefore blame, he 
hath not yct made wanton the night with her; and ſhe is ſport for ove, 
Caſ. She is a moſt exquiſite Lady, x 
Fag, Ard Vie warrant her full of game. 
Caſ. Indeed the is a molt treth and delicate creature. 
Fag. What an eye ſhe has? 
 Methinks it ſounds a parly of provocation. 
Ceaſ. An inviting eyc, and yet mcthinks right modeſt. 
Fag. And when the ſpeaks, *tis an Alarm tolove, 
Caſ. She is indeed pertection, 
7ag. Well. happinc(s to their ſheets 
©! \Wine, and here without area brace of Cyprus Gallaiits that would fain have 
a gxatlurc to the health of the black Othello, 
| Caſ. 


come Lieutenant, I have a'ſtopc. 
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Caf. Not to night, good Fago; I have very poor and [unhappy brains for 
drinking : I could well wiſh courtetic would invent ſome other cultome of cn- 
tertainnient, _. | 

Fag. O they are our friends, —but one cup : le'drink for you. 

Caf; I ha drunk but one cup tonight, and that was craftily qualifed to, and. 
behold what innovation it makes here : I am unſortunate in the infhrmity; and 
dare not task my weakneſs with any more, 

Fag. What man, *tis a night of Revels, the Gallants defire it. 

Caſ. Where are they ? 

ag. Hereat the dore, I pray youcall them in. | 
Caſ. Vie do't, but it diſlikes me. | Exit. 
ag. If I can faſten but one cup upon him. 
With that which he hath drunk to night alrcady, 
He'll be as full of quarrel and offence, 
As my young Miſtreſs dog:—Nay my tick tool Roderigo, 
(Whom love has turn'd almoſt the wrong tide outward. ) 
To Deſdemona, hath to night caroult. | 
Potations pottle deep, and he's to watch ; 
Thrce Lads of Cypras, noble ſwelling (pirits, 
That hold their honour ina wary diſtance, 
The very Elements of this war-like Iſle,) 
Havel to nightfluttred with flowing cups, 
Ard the watch too : now "mongſt this flock of drunkards, 
I am to put our Caſio in ſome aQion, 
That may offend the Iſle ; Enter Montanio, Caflio, 
But here they come.: and others, 
It conſequence do but approve my dream, - 
My boat fails freely, both with wind and ſtream. 
Caſ. Fore God' they have given me g rouſe already, 
Mon. Good faith a little one,not paſt a pint, 
AsI am a Soldicr. | | 
fag. Some wine hoe: 
And let me the Cannikin clink, clink, 
And let me the Cannikin clink, clink, 
A Souldier's a man, « life's but a ſpan 
Why then let a Souldier drink — Some wine boys, 

Caf. Fore heaven an excelent ſong | 

Fag. 1 leamn'd it in England, where indeed they are moſt potent in potting : 
your Dane : your Germane, and your ſ{wag-bellicd Hollander, (drink ho,) are 
nothing to your Engliſh, 

Caf. Is your Engliſh man ſo exquiſite in his drinking ? p 

Jag. Why, he drinks you with facillity, your Dane dead drunk : he ſweats 
not to overthrow your Almain 3 he gives your Hollander arvomit, \exe the next 
| pottlecan be hNl'd F 

Caf. Tothe health ofour General. | 
Mon, I am for it Lieutenant, and I will do you juſtice, 
Fag. O ſweet England, 
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King Stephen was and a worthy Peer, 

His breeehes coſt bim batt a Crown, 

H- held em fix pence all to dear, 

With that be call'd the Taylor lown 1 

He was a Wight of high Renown, 

* And thou art but of low degree, 

*Trr pride that pulls the Country down, 

Then take thine auld cloke about thee —Some wine ho. 

Caſ. Why, this is a more exquiſite ſong than the other. 

7Zag. Will you hear't again. 

C.z/, No, tor I hold him unworthy of his place, that does thoſe things welt, 
H-avcn's above all, and thcre be Souls that muſt be faved. 

ag. Ttis true good Lieutenant. L 

Caſ. For mine own part, no offence to the Generah, nor any man of quali- 
ty, | hope to be ſaved. 

Zag. And fo do I Lieutenant, 

Caſ. T, but by your leave, not before me; the Eieutenant is to be ſaved be- 
fore the Ancient, Let's ha no more of this, let's to our affairs : forgive us our 
fins : Gentlemen, let's look to our bufincls: do not think Gentlemen I am 
drunk, this is my Ancient, this is my right hand, and'this is my left hand : Iam 
not drunk now, I can ſtand well cnough, and ſpeak well enough. 

All, Exccllcnt well. 

Caf. Why very well then: you muſt not think then that F am drunk. | Exit, 

Mon. To the platform Maſters. Come let's ſet the watch. = 

Zag. You fee this fellow that is gone before, 

He is a Souldier fit to ftand by Ceſar, 
And give direQion: and do but ſce his vice 
*Ts to his virtue, a juſt cquinox, 
The one as long as th*other : *ris pity of him, 
F fear the truſt, Othello put him in, 
On ſome odd time of his infirmitys 
Will ſhake this Hand. 
Mpn. But is he often thus. | 
Fag. *Tis evermore the Prologue to his ſleep. 
He'll watch the horolodge a double {ſct, 
If drink rock not his cradle. 

Aon. *Twere wcll the General-were put in mind of it, 
Perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
Praiſes the virtue that appears in Caſſio, 

And looks not on his evils :.is not this true ? : 

Fag. How now Roderigo, Enter Roderigo. 
I pray you after the Lieutenant go Exit Rod. 

Men. And*cis great pity that the noble Moore 
Should hazard ſuch'a place, as his own ſecond. 
one of an ingraft infirmity : : 
£ an honelt ation roſoy ſo to the Moore, © © : 
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Fag. Not T, for this fair Iſſand : 


I do love Caffio well, and would do much, Help, Help, within. 
To cure him of this evil : but hark, what noiſe. | | 


Enter Callio, driving in Roderigo. 


Caſ. You rogue you raſcall. 

Mon. What's the matter Lieutenant ? 

Caſ. A knave, teach me my duty: but Ple beat the knave into a wicker 
bottle. 

Rod. Beat me? 

Caſ. Dolt thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. Good Licutenant 3 pray Sir hold your hand. 

Caſ, Let me go Sir, or I'll knock you o're the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you are drunk: 

Caſe Drunk? [ they fight, 

Fag. Away I ſay, go out, and cry a mutiny. Exit Rod. 
Nay good Licutcnant ; God's-will Gentlemen, 
Help ho, Licutenant : Sir, Montanio, Sir, 
Help Malters, here's a goodly watch indeed : A bel rings 
Who's that that rings the Bell; Diablo—ho, 
The Town will rife, fie, tie, Lieutenant hold, 
You will be *ſham'd fer ever. 


Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with weapons 


Oth. What's the matter here ? 

Mon. I bleed (ill, I am hurt to the death. | be faints, 

Otb. Hold for your lives, 

Fag. Hold, hold Licutenant, Six Montanio, Gentlemen, 
Have you forgot all place of ſence and duty : 

Hold the General ſpeaks to you 3 hold, hold, for ſhame. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence ariſes this ? 

Are we turn'd Twrks, and to our (clves do that, 
Which Heaven has forbid the O:tamites : 

For Chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarous brawle 3 
He that ſtirs next, to carve forhis own rage, 

Holds his ſoul light, he dyes upon his motion : 
Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Iſle 

From her propriety : what's the matter maſters ? 
Honeſt Fago, that looks dead with grieving, 

Speak, who began this, on thy love I charge thee. 

Zag. I do not know, friends all but now, even now, 
In quarter, and in terms, like bride and groom, 
Diveſting them to bed, and then but now, 

(As if ſome Planet had unwitted men,) 
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Swords out and tilting one at others breaſt, | 
In oppolition bloody. I cannot ſpeak 
Any beginning to this peeviſh odds 
And would in action glorious, I had loſt 
Thoſe legs, that brought me to a part of it. 

Oth. How came it Michael, you were thus forgot ?- 

Caſ. | pray you pardon me, I cannot ſpcak. 

Oth, Worthy Montanio, you were wont to be civil, 
The gravity and ftilneſs of your youth , 
The'world hath noted, and your name is great, 
In mouths of wiſett cenſure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
An ſpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Ot a night brawler ? give me anſwer to't ? 

Mon. Worthy Otbello;I am hurt to danger, 
Your Officer Fago can inform you, | 
While I ſpare ſpeech, which ſomething now offends me. 
Of all that Ido know, nor know I ought | 
By me, that's-ſaid or done amils this night 3 
Unleſs ſelt-charity be ſometime a vice, 
And.to defend our ſelves it bea fin, 
When violence aſſayls us. | 

Oth. Now by Heaven 
My blood begins my ſafer guides torule, 
And paſſion having my belt judgement cool'd, 
Aſayes- to lead the way : It oncel ftir, 
Or do but lift this Arm the beſt of you 
Shall ſink in my rebuke. : give me to know 
How: this foul rout began, who ſet it on, 
And he that is approv'd in-this offence . 
Tho he had twinn'd with me), both at a birth, 
Shall loſe me 3 what, in a Town of war, 
Yec wild, the peoples hearts brimfull of fear, 
To mannage private and domeſtick _ 
In night, and on the Court-and- guard of ſafety ?- 
*Tis monſtrous. ,Fage, who began ?- 

Mon. It partiality aſlign'd, or league in office. 
Thou doeſt deliver more or leſs than truth, 
Thou art no Souldier.. 

Fag- Teuch me not{ſo near, 
I had rather ha? this tongue out of my mouth, 
Then it ſhould do offence to Mzchael Caffio; - 
Yet T perſwade my ſelf to ſpeak the truth. _ 
Shall nothing wrong him.. Thus it is General: 
 Mpntanio and my (elf being in ſpeech, 

There comes a fellow, crying out for help, 
* And C2ſffo following him with determin'd word; 
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To execute upon him : Sir this Gentleman 


- Steps into Cafſio, and intreats his paule 3 


My (lt the crying tellow did purſue, 
Leſt by his clamor, as it fo fell out, | 
The Town might fall in fright : he ſwift of foor, . 
Out-ran my purpoſe 3 and I return the rather, , 
For that I heard the clink and fall of ſwords; - 
And Caſfio high in oath, which till tonight, 
I ne*re might ſay before : when came back, 
For this was bricf, I found them cloſe together, . } 
At blow and thrutt, even as agen they were, 
When you your (elf did part them. 
More of this matter can I not report, 
But menare men, the belt ſometimes forget : - 
Tho Caffiodid ſome little wrong to him, 
As men in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt ; 
Yet ſurely Caſſio, I believe receiv'd 
From him that fied, fome ſtrange indignity, 
Which patience could not paſs. 

Oth. 1 know Fago, 
Thy honelty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Caſſio: Caſſio, I love thee, 
But never more be Othcer of mine. . 
Look if my gentle love be not rais'd up: 


Entee Defdemona, with others. . 


Ple make thee an example. 

Deſ. What's the matter ? 

Oth, AlPs well now {weeting: 
Come away to bed: Sir, for your hurts, 
My (elf will be your Surgeon 3 lead him off; 
Zago, look with care about the Town, 


And filence thoſe whom this vile braul diſtracted. 


Come Deſdemona, *tis the Souldiers lite, 
To have their balmy ſlumbers wak'd with ftrife, 
Fog. What, are you hurt Licutenant? 


Exit Moor, Deſdemona, and Attendants. -. 


Caf. 1, paſt all Sargery. | 

Fag. Marry Heaven forbid. . 

Caf. Reputation, reputation, ho I loſt my reputation: . 
T ha loſt the immortal part Sir of my ſelf, 
And what remains is beſtial, my reputation, 


ago, my reputation, | | 
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Fag. As 1 am an honeſt man, 1 thought you had receiv'd ſome bodily 
wound, there is more offence in that, then in Reputation: reputation is an 
idleand moſt falſe impoſition, ctt got without. merit, and loti without de- 
ſerving : You have lolt no reputation at all, unleſs you repute your elf ſuch a 
loſer; what man, there are ways torecover the General agen : you are but 
n w caſt in his mood, a puniſhment more in policy, then in malice, cvcn ſo, 
a5 one would beat his offencelcſs dog, to aftright an imperious Lion : ſuc to 
him again, andhe's yours. 

Caf. 1 will rather ſue to be deſpis'd, then to deceive ſo good a Commander, 
with ſo light, ſo drunken, and diſcreet an Officer, Drunk? and ſpeak parrat ? 
and ſquabble, ſwagger, ſwear? and diſcourſe ftuftian withones one ſhaddow, 
O thou inviſible ſpirit cf wine, if thou haſte no name to be known by, Ice 
us call thee Devil. 

Fag. What was he that you followed with your ſword ?. 

What had he done to you? 

Caf. 1 know not. 

ag. Is't poſiible ? 

Caſ. I remember a maſs of things, but nothing, diſtinQly 3 a quarre}, but 
nothing wherefore. O that mcn ſhould put an enemy in their mouths, to 
ſteal away their brains 3 that we ſhould with joy revel, pleaſure, and applauſe, 
transform our ſ{c]vcs into bealts. 

Fag. Why, but you,arc now well enongh : how came you thus recovered ? 

Caf. It hath plcas'd the devil drunkenneſs, to give place to the devil 

wrath; one unpcrtectne(s ſhews me another, to make me frankly deſpiſe 
my (clf. 

2g. Come, you are too ſevere a morraler 3 as the time, the place, the con- 

diction of this Country ands, I could heartily wiſh, this had not ſo befaln 5 
but fince it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Caſ. 1 will ask him for my place again, he ſhall tell me I am a drunkard : 
had I as many mouths as Hydra, ſuch an anſwcr would ſtop *em all ; to be now 
a {enfible man, by and by a fool, and preſently a beaſt: every inordinate cup 
is unbleſt, and the ingredicnce is a devil. 

Fag- Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, it it be well us'd 3 
exclaim no more againſt it 3 ard good Lievtenant, I think you. think I love 
. you. 

Caf. 1 have well approv'd it Sir, —I drunk ? 

Fag. You, or any man living may be drunk at fore time man : Ile tell 
you what you ſhall do, our Generals wite is now the General; I may ſay 
5 inthis x<ſpe, for that he has devotcd and given up himfclf to the contem- 


plation, mark ard devotement of hcr parts and graccs. Centefle your ſelf 


freely' to her, iniportune her; ſhe'll help to put you into your place again : 
the is ſo tree, ſo kind, ſo apt fo bleſſed a diſpofition, that ſhe holds it a 
*vice in her goodneſs, not to do more than ſhe is requeſted. This broken 
joynt between you and her husband, intreat her to ſplinter, and, my fortunes 
azainſt any lay, worth naming, this crack of your love ſhall grow ſtronger 
then*twas before. Ces” 

Caf. You adviſe me well. 


Jags 
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check me here. 
Fag. You are in the right : 

Good night Lieutenant, I mult to the watch. 
Caſ. Good night honeſt Fago. 


az. And what's he then, that fays I play the villain, 


When this advice is free I give, and honeſt, 
P:robal to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 
To win the Moor agen ? For 'tis moft cafie 
The inclining Deſdemona to ſubdue, 

In any honeſt ſuit ſhe's fram'd as fruitful, 

As the free Elcinents: and then for her 

To win the Moor, wer't to renounce his baptiſm; 
All ſeals and ſymbols of redeemed fin, 

His ſoul is fo intetter'd to her love, 

That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe liſt, 
Even as her appetite ſhall play the god 


With his weak tuntion: how am I then a villain, 


To counſel Caſſi to this parralle] courſe, 
Dircctly to his good ? divinity of hell, 

When devils will their blackeſt ſins-put on, 
They do ſuggelt at firlt with heavenly ſhews, 
As I donow for whilſt this honeſt tool 

Plys Defdemona to repair his fortunes, 

And ſhe for him, pleads (irongly to th: Moor ; 
I'le pour this peltilence into his car, 

That ſhe repeals him for her bodies Juſt 3 
And by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, 
She (hall undo her credit with the Moor 

So will I turn her vertue into pitch, 

And out of her own goodneſs, make the net 


That ſhall enmeſh them all: Enter Raderige. 


how now Roderige # | 


Rod; I do follow here in the chaſe, not like a hound that hunts, but one that 
fills up the cry: my money is almoſt ſpent, I ha been to night exceedingly 
well cudgelFd 3. I think the iſſue will be , 1 ſhall have ſo much experi- 
ence for: my pains, and! ſo no money at all, and'wita a little more wit 1c- 


turn to Venice. 


ag. How poor are they, that have not patience ? 


What wound did ever heal] but by degrees * 


Thou knowcſt we work by wit, and not by witchcraff, 


a wit depcnds ondilatory time, 

oes not go well? Caſſio has beaten thee, 
And thou, by that ſmall hurt, hath caſheir'd Caſſio, 
Tho other things grow fair againſt the ſu7, 


ENCE. 


ag. 1 proteſt in the ſincerity of love and honeſt kindneſs. 
Caſ. 1 think it frecly, and betimes in the morning, will I beſeech the ver- 
tuous Deſdemona, to undertake for me 3 1 am deſperate of my fextunes, it they 
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Yet fruits that bloſſom firſt, willfirſt be ripe 3 
Content thy ſelf a whilez by *th* maſs *tis morning 3 
Pleaſure, and actions make the hours ſeem ſhort : 
Retire thee, go where thou art billitted 
Away | ay, thou ſhalt know amore hercatter : 
Nay get thee gon: Some things are to bedone, 
My wite muſt move for Caſſio to her Miſtrels, 
Fle fet her on. 
My (elfa while, todraw the Moor apart, 

Ang bring him j jump, when he may Caſſto find, 
Solliciting his wife: I, that's the way, 

Dull not deviſe by coldncſs and dclay. 


Execunt 


ARus Tertius. Scoena prima. 
Exter Caſſio, with Muſicians. 


Caſ. Mx play here, I will content your pains, 
| Something that's brict.and bid goodmorrow General. ? 


They play, and enter the Clown. 


Co, Why Maſters, ha your luſtruments been at Naples, that they ſpeak i*th* 
-noſe thus ? 

Byy. How Sir, how ? 

Clo. Are theſe I pray,call'd wind Infiruments? 

Boy, I marry are they Sir. 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tail. 

Boy. Whereby hangs a tail Sir? 

Clo. Marry Sir, by many a wind Inſtrument -that 1 know. 
hcr's money for you, and the General ſo likes your mufick, that he deſires you 
tor loves ſake, to makeno more noiſe.with it. 

Boy. Well Sir, we will not. 

Clo. It you have any muſick. that may not be heard, to't again 3 but as they 
ſay, to hear muſick, the General does not greatly care. 

Bay. We ha none ſuch Sir. 

Clo. Then put your pipes in your bag, for Vie away 3 go vaniſh into air, 
away. 

Caſe Dolt thou hear my.honeſt friend ? 

Clo. No, I hear not your honeſt friend,} I hear you. - 


Caſ. Prethee keep up thy quallets, there's a Poor picce of pold for thee : If 


the Gentleweman that attends the Generals wite be fiirring;tell her there's one 
C ſro,” entreats her 2 little favour of ſpeech——wilt thou do this ? 


But Maſters. 


y 


Clo. | 


the Moor of Venice. 


Caſ. Do good my friend : In happy time | 
Fag. You ha not been abed then, 
Caſ. Why no, the day had broke before we parted: 


I ha made bold Fago to ſend in to your wife, —my ſuit to her, 


Is, that ſhe will to vertuous Deſdemona 
Procure me {ome acceſs. 
Fag. Vle ſend her to you preſently, 
And Ile deviſe a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converſe and buſineſs 


May be more free. Exit, 


Caſ. 1 humbly thank you for't : I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeſt. 


Enter Emillia. 


Em. Goodmorrow good Lievtenant, Tam ſorry 
For your diſpleaſure, but all will ſoon be well, 
The General and his wite are talking of it, 

And the ſpeaks for you ſtoutly : the Moore replies, 
That he you hurt is of great fame in Cypras, 
And great affinity, and that in wholſome wiſdom, 
He might not but refuſe : but he proteſts he loves you, 
And needs no other ſutor but his likings, 
To take the ſafeſt occaſion by the fron, 
To bring you in again. 
Caf. Yet 1 beſeech you, 
Tf you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advantage of ſome brict diſcourſe 
With Deſdemona alone. 
Em, Pray you come in, 
I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time, 
To ſpeak your boſome freely. 


Caf. 1am much bound to you. | Exennt, 


Enter Othello, Jago, and other Gentlemen. 


Oth. Theſe letters give Fago to the Pilate, 
And by him do my duties to the State 3 
That done, I will be walking to the works, 
Repair there to me. 
- Well my good Lord, PFle do't, 
Oth. This fortification Gentlemen, ſhall we ſee*t ? 
Gent, We wait upon your Loxdfhip. Exeunt, 


F 


ago. Exit Clown. 
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Clo, Shes is Riirring Sir, if ſhe will fiir hither, I ſhall ſeem to notifie unto 
her. | Enter F, ago. 


Enter 


34 - 


Enter Deſdemona, Caſtio and Emillia.. 


Def. Be thou aſſur'd good Caſſio, 1 will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 


OTHELL 0, 


Em. Good Madam do, I know it grieves my Husband, 


As if the caſe were his. 


Deſ. O that's an honeſt fellow :—do not doubt Cafſeo, 


© But will have my Lord and you again, 
As triendly as you were. 

Caf. Bounteous Madam, 

What ever (hall become of Michael Caſſio, 
He's never any thing but your true ſervant.. 

Deſi O Sir, I thank yoo, you do love my Lord : 
You have known him long, and be you well aſſur'd, 
He ſhall in firangeſt, ſtand no farther off, 

Thenin a politick diſtance.. 

Caf. I but Lady 1 

That policy may either laſt ſo long; 
Or tecd upon ſuch nice and wateriſh diet; 
Or breed it (elf, ſo out of circumttance, 
That 1 being abſent, and my place ſupplicd;. 
My General will forget my love and fcrvice. 
Deſ. Donot doubt that; betore Emillia here, 
'T give thee warrant of thy place : aſſwue.thee,. 
If I do vow. a friend(hip, Ile perform it, 
To the laſt Article :. my. Lord hal} never reſt, 
I'le watch him tame, and talk him out of paticnce 3 
His bed ſhall ſeem a School, his boord a (britt, 
Ile interm.ingle every. thing he does, 
With Caſſio” s {uit 3 therefore be merry Caſſio, 
For thy Soliciter ſhall rather die, 
Then give thy cauſe away. 


Enter Othetitb;; Fago, and Gentlemens-. 


Em. Madam, here comes my-Lord. 

Gaſ. Madam I le take my leave: 

Deſ. Nay lay, and hear me ſpeak. 

Caſc Madam not now, I am very ill teaſe, 
Vntit fer mine own purpoſe. 


Def. Well,;do your diſcretior. . Exit Caſlic- 


ag. Ba, 1 like not that. 
Oth. What doſt thou fay ? 
Fags Nothing my Lord, or if, —| know not whats. 
Oth. Was not that Caffi parted from my wife ? 
Jag, _Coffia my: Lord ?—no ſure, Icannot think it, 


the Moor of Venice. 
That he would ſteal away fo guilty-like, 
Sceing, you coming; 
_ Oth. I do believe *twas he. 
Deſ. How now my Lord, 
I have bcen talking with a Suitor here, 
A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure. 
Oth. Whoi'tt-you mean ? 
Def. Why your Lieutenant Caffio, good my Lord, 
Tf I have any grace or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take : 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honeſt face, 
I prithee call him back. 
Oth, Went he hence now ? 
Deſ. Yes faith, fo humbled, 
That he has left part of his griefs with me, 
To ſuffer with him 3 good Love call him back. 
Oth. Not now ſweet Defdemon, ome other time. 
Deſc But ſhalPt be ſhortly ? 
Oth. The (ooner {weet for you. 
Def. Shale be to night at Supper ? 
Oth, No, not to night. 
Deſ. To merrow dinner then ? 
Oth, I ſhall not dine at home, 
I meet the Captains at the Cittadel. 
Deſ. Why then to morrow night, or Tueſday morn, 
On Tueſday morn, or night, or Wedneſday morn, 
I prithce name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes: faith he*s penitent. 
And yet his treſpaſs in our common reaſon, 
(Save that they ſay, the wars nauſt make examples, 
Out of her beſt) is not almoſt a fault, 
To incurr a private check : when fhall he come ? 
Tell me Othello : I wonder in my ſoul 
What youcould ask me, that I ſhould deny ? 
Or ſtand ſo mamm'ring on ? What Michael Caſſio? 
That came a wooing with you, and ſo many a time 
When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſmgly, 
Hath tane your part, to have So much to do 
To bring him in? Truſt me, I could do much, — 
Oth. Prithee no more, let him come when he will, 
Iwill deny thee nothing, | | 
Deſ. Why this is not a boon J | 
*Tis as I ſhould intreat you wear your gloves: 
Orfeed on nouriſhing diſhes, or keep you warm. 


Ox ſue to you, to do'a peculiar protit : 
0 2 
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To your own perſon : nay, when I have a ſuit, 
Whereinl rncan to touch your love indeed, 
It ſhall be tull of poiſe and diftcule weight, 
And feartul to be granted. 
Oth. I will deny thee nothing, 
\Whercon I do beſeech thee grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to my ſelf. 
Def. ſhall 1 deny you ? no, farewel my Lord. 
Oth. Farewel my Deſdemona, V'le come to thee ſiraight. 
Deſ. Emilia, come, be it as your fancies teach you, 
What ere you be I am obcdient. Exerunt Def. and Em. 
Oth. Excellent wretch, perdition catch my ſoul, 
But I do love thee, and when [I love thee not. 
Chaos is come again. 
Fag. My noble Lord. 
Oth., What doſt thou ſay Fags? 
Fag. Did Michael Caſfio when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your love ? 
Oth. He did from firſt to laſt : —Why doſt thou ask > 
Fag. but for a ſatisfaction of my thought, 
No further harm. 
Oth. Why of thy thought Fago? 
ag. I did not think he had been acquainted with her. 
01h, O yes, and went between us very oft. 
Fag. Indeed ? | 
Oth. Indecd ? I indeed, deſern'it thou ought in- that # 
Is he not honeſt ? 
Jag. Honeſt my Lord * 
Fag. My Lord, for ought T know, 
Oth. What dolt thou think ? 
Fag. Think my Lord ? 
Oth. Think my Lord > why doſtthou eccho me, 
As if there were fome monſter in thy thought, 
Too hidious to be thown : Thou doſt mean ſomething. 


Oth. Honeſt ?I honeſt. 


'F-heard thee fay but now, thou lik'ſt not that ? 


When Caſio left my wite : what didit not like ? 
And when I told thee, he was of my counſel, 
In my whole ccurſe of woing thou cri'dft indeed ? 
And didit contract, and purſe thy brow together, 
As it thou then had(t ſhut upin thy brain, 
Some horrible conceic : If thou doſt love me, 
Shew me thy thought, 

Fag. My Lord you know I love you. 

Oth. 1 think thou doſt, 
And for I know, thou art fullot love and honeſty, 
And weigheſt thy words, before thou giv*lt *em breath, 
Therefore theſe ttops of thine fright me the more 3 


the Moor of Venice. 
For ſuch things in a falſe diſſoyal Knave, 
Are tricks of cuſtome 3 but in a man that's juſt, 
They are cloſe dilations, working from the heart, 
That pailion cannot rule, 
7ag. For Michael Caſſio, 
I dare be ſworn, I think that he is honeſt, 
Oth. I think ſo too | | X 
Fag. Men ſhould be what they ſeem, . 
Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none, 
Oth. Certain, men ſhould be what they ſcem, 
Fag. Why then I think Caſſio's an honeſt man. 
Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this, 
I prethee ſpeak to me, as to thy thinkings. 
As thou dot rumgnate, and give thy wortt of thoughts, 
The worlt of words. | 
ag. Good my Lord pardon me ; 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all ſlaves are free too, 
Utter my thoughts : Why, ſay they are vileand falſe : 
As where's that Pallace, whercinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who has a breaſi fo pure, 
But ſome uncleanly apprehenſions 
Keep Leets and Law-dayes, and in Sefhon fit 
With meditations lawful ? | 
Oth. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy friend Fago, 
It chou but thinkeft him wrong'd, and makeft his car. 
A firanger to thy*thoughts. 
ag. Ido beſeech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my ghels, 
(As I confeſs it is my natures plague, 
To ſpy into abuſes, and oft my jealouſlie 
Shapes taults that are not :) that your wildome yet; 
From one that ſo imperfectly conceits, 
Would take no notice, nor build your ſelfa- trouble 
Our of my ſcattering and unſure obſervance 3 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my manh':od, honeſty, or wifdome, 
Tolet you know my thoughts, 
Oth. What doſt thou mean ? 
2g. Good namein man and woman:(dear-my Lord) 
Is the immediate Jewel of our Souls: 
Who ſteals my purſe, ſteals traſh, *tis ſomething, nothing, 
*T'was- mine, *tis his, and has been ſhave to thouſands 
But he that tilches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that which not inriches him, 
And makes me poorindeed, 
Oth.. Vil know thy thoughts. « 
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Fag. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor ſhall not, whilk *tis in my cuſtody. 
Oth, Ha ? | 
Fag. O beware (my Lord) of jealoufie 3 
Tris a green cy*'d monſter, which doth mock 
The meat it tecds on, That Cuckold lives1n bliſs, 
Who certain of his fate, loves not his wronger : 
But oh, what damned minutls tells he ore, 
Who dotes, yet doubts, ſuſpeRs, yet lkvongly loves. 
Oth. O miſer 
7Zag. P@br and Content is rich, and rich cnough, 
Put riches fhinelgfs, is as poor as winter, 
To him that ev&s tears he ſhall be poor : 
Good Heaven, the Souls of all my Tribe .defend 
From jealouſfie. 
Oth. Why, why is this? 
Thinkfi thou I'de make a life of jealouſic ? 
To tollow till the changes of the Moon 
With freſh ſuſpicions ? No, to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be rcfolv'd : exchange me for a Goat, 
Whenl hall turn the bufincſs-of my Soul 
To ſuch exufflicate, and blown ſurmiles, 
Matching thy inference : *tis not to make me jealous, 
To lay my witeis fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of ſpeech, ſings, plays,and dances well 3 
Where virtue is, theſe are more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt, 
For the had eycs, and.choſen me : no Fago, I - 
Ile ſee before I doubt, when I doubt, prove 3 
And on the proof, there is no more but this , 
Away at once with love and jealoulic 
Fag. lam glad of it, for now 1 ſhall have reaſon 
To ſhcw the love and duty that 4 bear you, 
With franker ſpirit: therefore as I am bound, 
Receiveit from me : 1 ſpeak not yet of proot, 
Look to your wife, obſerve her well with Caſſio 3 
Wear your eye thus, not jealous, nor ſecure, 
T would not have your free and noble nature, 
Out of ſelf-bounty be abus'd, look too't : 
' 1 know our Country diſpoſition well, . 
In Venice they do let Heaven ſee the pranks, bf 
T hey dare not ſhew their husbands : their beſt conſcience 
Is not to leave't undone, but keep't unknown. _ 
Oth. Doſt thou ſay ſo ? | 
Jag. She did deceive her father marrying you : 
* And when lhe ſeem'd to ſhake and fear your looks, 


She lov'd them molt. 


Oth, 
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0th. And ſo the did, 
Fag. Why go too then, 
She that (o young, could give out ſuch a ſeeming, 
To ſeal her fathers eyes up, cloſe as Oak, 
He thought *twas witchcraft 3 but I am much too blame 3 
I bumbly do beſeech you of your pardon, 
For too much loving you. 
Oth. 1 am bound to thee for ever. 
Fag. 1 (ee this hath a little daſht your Spirits. 
Oth. Nota jot, not ajot. | 
ag. Truſt me, I fear it has. 
F hope you will conlider whac is ſpoke, 
Comes from my love : but I do (ce you are mov'd, 
1] am to pray you, not to ſtrain my ſpeech 
To grofſer iſſues, nor to larger reach, 
Then to ſuſpition. 
Oth, 1 will not. 
Fag. Should you do ſo my Lord. 
My ſpecch ſhould tall into ſuch vile ſucceſs, 
' As my thoughts aim not at : Caſſio's my worthy friend : 
My Lord, | {ce you are mov'd. 
Oth. No, not much mov'd, 
Ido not think but Deſdemona's honeſt. 
© Zag- Long live the ſo, and long live you to think fo. 
Oth. And yet how nature erring from it ſelf. 
Fag. I, there's the peint : as to be bold with you, 
Not to affe&t many propoſed matches, 
Ot hcr own clime, complexion, and degree, 
Whereto we lee inall things nature tends 3 
Fie we may ſmellin ſuctfa will moſt rank, 
Foul diſproportion, thoughts unnatural, 
But pardon me: I do not in potition, 
Dittin&ly ſpeak of her, tho I may fear. 
Her will recoyling to her better Judgment, 
May fall to match you with her country forms, 
And happily repent. 
Oth. Farewel, if more 
Thou dolt perceive, let me know more, ſet on 
Thy wite to obſerve : leave me Jago. 
Jag. My Lord I take my leave. 
Oth, Why did Imarry.? This honeſt creature doubtlefs+- 
Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 


Fog. .My Lord, I would Imight intreat your honour, 


To ſcan this thing no farther, leave it to time, 
And though *tis tit that Caſſio have his place, 
(For ſure he fills it up with great ability,) 
Yet if you pleaſe to hold him off a while, 
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You ſhall'by-that, perceive him and his means 3 Es 
Note if your Lady ſtrain her entertainment, 
With any ſtrong or vchement idmportunity, 
Much will be ſeen in that, in the mean time, 
Ict me be thought too bukie in my fears, 
i As worthy cauſc 1 have, to fearl am :) 
And hold her tree, I do beſeech your honour. 
Oth, Fear not my government. 
Zag. 1 once more take my leave. [ Exit. 
Oth. This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all quantities with a learned ſpirit 
O humane dealings : If 1 do prove her haggard, 
Tho that her Jeſſes were my dear heart firings, 
I'de- whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind, 
To prey at fortune. Happily, for I am black, 
And have not thoſe ſott parts of converſation, 
That Chamberers have, or for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years, yet that's not much, 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my rclicf 
Muſt be to loath her : O curſe of marriage, 
That we can call thele delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites : I had rather be a Toad, 
+ And live upon the vapor in adungeon, 
W - * Then keep a corner in a thing I love, 
= For others uſes: yet *tis the plague of great ones, 
4 Picrogativ'd are they leſs then the baſe, . 
» "Tis deſtiny unſhunnable, like death : 
1 Even then this forked plague is fated to us, 
When wedo quicken : Deſdemona comes, 
It ſhe be falſe, O then Heaven mocks it (elf, 
Vie not believe ir. 


Enter Deſdemiona «nd Emillia 


Deſ. How now my dear Othello ? 
Your dinner, and the generous lander 
By you invited, do attend your preſence, 
Oth. lam to blame, 
Deſ. Why is your ſpecch ſo faint ? are younot well ? 
Oth. 1 have a pain upon my forcheadgÞtar. 
Deſ. Why that's with watching, *twill away again 3 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be welL 
Oth. Your napkin is too little : 
Let it alone, come 1'il goin with you. 
Def. 1 am very forry that you are not well. | cate. 
Em. lam glad I have found this napkin, Exit Oth. and Def. Ss 


® 


* the Moor of Venice. 


This was her firſt remembrance from the Moor, 
My wayward husband, hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to ſteal it, but ſhe ſo loves the- token, 
For he conjur'd her ſhe ſhould ever keep it, 
That ſhe reſervs it ever more about her, 
To kiſs and talk too; Fle ha the work tane out, 
And giv't ago: what he'll do with it, 
Heaven knows, not I, [ Enter Jago. 
I nothing, but topleaſe his fantaſic. 
ag. How now, what do you here alone ? 
Em, Do not you chide, I have a thing for you. 
Fag. A thing for me, it is a common thing— 
Em, Ha *? x 
Fag. To have a fooliſh wife. 
Em, O, is that all ? what will you give me now, 
For that ſame handkerchict ? 
' Jag. What handkerchief ? 
Em, What handkerchict? 
Why, that the Moor firſt gave to Deſdemona, 
That which ſo often you did bid me (ical. 
FZag. Ha'ſi ole it from her ? | 
Em. No faith, ſhe let it drop by negligence, 
And to the advantage, I being here took .it up : 
Look, here it is. 
Jag. A good wench, give it me. 
Em. What Will you do with it, 
That you have been fo carneſt to have me filch it ? 
ag. Why, what's that to you ? 
m. It't be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 
Give me't again,poor Lady, ſhe'll run mad 
When the ſhall lackit. 


Fag. Be not you acknown on't, I have uſe for it ;—go leave me 
I will in Caſſio's lodging loſe this napkin, Exit Em. 


And let him find it : Trifles light as Air 

Are to the jealous confirmations ſtrong 

As proofs of holy Writ, this may do fomething : 
The Moor already changes with my poiſon, 
Dangerous conceits are in their natures poiſons, 
Which at the firſt are ſcarce found to diltaſt 3 


But with a little a&t upon the blood, [ Enter Othello. 


Burn like the mines of Sulphure : 1 did fay fo: 
Look where he comes, not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the droufic firops of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet leep, 
Which thou owed(t yeſterday. 

Oth. Ha, ha, falſe to me, to me ? 
Jag. Why how now General ? no may of that. 
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Oth: Avant, be gone, thou haſt ſet me on the rack, 

I ſwear, *tis better to be much abus'd, 
Then but to know'ta little. 

Fag. How now my Lord ? 

Oth. What ſence had 1 of her ſtolne hours of luſt : 
I {aw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me, 
I ſlept the next night well, was free and merry ; 
t tound not Caſſto's kifſes on her lips 3. 
He that is rob'd, not wanting what is ſtolne, 
Let him not know't and-he's not rob'd at all, 

Fag. Iam ſorry to hear this. | 

Oth. | had been happy it che general Camp, 
P;oncrs and all, had talted her ſweet body, 
So I had nothing known-: O:now for ever 
Farewcl the tranquile mind, farewel content . 
Farewel the plumed Troop, and the big wars, 
That makes ambition virtue: O farewel, 
Farewel the neighing Steed, and the ſhrill Trump, 
The fpirit-{tirring Drum, the car-picrcing Fife, 
The royal Banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumttance of glorious war. 
And O' ye mortal Engines, whoſe wide throats, 
The nor Þ great clamors counterteit 3 
Karewcl; Othello's Occupation*s gone. 

F204. It poſſible. my Lord ? 

Oth. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love a whore, 
Be ſure of it, give me the ocular proof, 
Or: by the worth of my cterna] Soul, 
Thou hadit better have been born a dog, 
Then anſ{werany wak'd wrath. 

Fag.. lit come to this ? 

O+bÞ. Make me to fee*t;or at the leaſt fo prove it; 
\ That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, - 
To hang a doubt on : or woe. upon thy lite. 

'Fag. My noble Lord. | 

01h, If thou doſt fander her, and torture me; 
Never pray more, abandon a]! remorce: 
On horrors head, horrors accumulate :. 
Do deeds to make Heaven weep, all Earth amaz'd, 
 Fornothing canft thou todamnationadd greater than thats. 
Fags © grace, O Heaven defend me, 
\ Axc youa man have you a ſoul or. ſenſe ? 
God buy:you, take my Ofhice,—Q wretched fool 
That livett to make thine honefly a vice: 
Omonſtrous world take note, take note O was ld-. 
- To be dire aud: honelt is nut ſafe, 
Ikhank you for this protit, and from hencss . 
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Vlc love no friend, ſince love breeds ſuch offence . 
Oth. Nay ſtay, thou ſhouldit be honett, 
Fag. 1 ſhould be wiſe, for honelty's a fool, 
And loſes that it works for, 
Oth. By the world, | 
I think my wife be honeſt, and think ſhe is not, 
1 think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not 
I'le have ſome proof : her name that was as freſh 
As Dian: viſage, is now begrim'd, and black : / 
As mine own face : if there be cords or knives, 
Poyſon, or hre, or ſuffocating ſtreams, 
Vie not endure it : would I were ſatisfied. 
Zag. I (ee Sir, you are caten up with paſſion, 
I do repent me that I put it to you ; 
You would be ſatisfied. 
Oth. Would, nay, I will. y 
| Fag, And may, but how, how ſatisfied my Lord ? | 
Would you the ſuperviſion groſsly gape on, 
Behold her topt ? 
| Otb. Dcath and damnation—oh. 
| Fag. It were a tedious difficulty I think, - | | 
To bring *em to that proſpect, damn *em then, a. 
It ever mortal eyes did ſce them boulſter _—— 
More than their own 3 what then, how then ? 
What ſhall I ſay ? where's ſatisfaction ? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 
Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkies, 
As ſalt as Wolves in pride, and fools as groſs 
As ignorance made drunk : but yet I ſay, 
If imputation and ſtrong circumſtances, 
Which lead dircly to the dore of truth 
Will give you fatisfaQtion, you may ha't. | 
0th, Give mea living reaſon, that ſhe's diſloyal. | 
Fag. I do not like the Office, | ry 
But fith I am enter'd into this cauſe fo far, "I 
Prickt to't by fooliſh honeſty and love, 
I will go on: I lay with Caſſio lately, 
And being troubled with a raging tooth, I could not ſleep, 
Ther& area kind of men ſo looſe of ſoul, 
That in their fleep will mutter their affairs, 
One of this kind is Cfſio : 
Ia ſleep I heard him ſay, Sweet Deſdemons, 
Let us be wary, let us hjde our loves3 
And then Sir would he gripe and wring my hand, 
Cry out ſweet creature, and then kiſs me hard, 
As if he pluckt up kiſſes by the roots, 
That grew upon my lips, then layed his leg 
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Over my thigh, and ſigh'd, and kiſſed, and- then 
Cryed, curſcd fate, that gave thee to the Moor. 

Oth. O menRrous, monſtrous. 

Zag. Nay, this was but his dreary. 

Oth. But this denoted a forc-gon concluſion, 
*Tis a ſhrewd doubt, tho it be but a dream. 

FZag.. And this may help to thicken other proofs. 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 

Oth. 1'le tear her all to picecs. 

Fag. Nay, but be wiſe, yet we ſce nothing done, 
She may be honeſt yet: tell me but this, 
| Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchict, 
Spotted with ſtrawberries in your wives hand ? 

Oth; | gave her ſuch a one, *twas my hrlt gift: 

Fag. | know not that, but ſuch a handkerchief, 
Fam ſure it was your wives, did | to day 
Sce Cafſio wipe his beard with. 

Oth, It't be that. 

ag. It it be that, or any, it was hers, 

It ſpeaks againſt her, with the other proofs. 

Oth. O that the ſlave had forty thouſand lives, 
One is too-poor, too weak for my revenge: 
Now Ido ſce*tis true, look here Fago, 


All my fond love, thus do I: blow to Heaven, —*tis gone. 


Ariſe black vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 
Yield up O love thy crown, and hearted Throne, 
To tyrannous hate, ſwell boſome with thy fraught, 


For *tis of Aſpicks rongues. [ be kneels 


Fag. Pray be content. 
Oth, Oo blood, Fago, blood. | 
Fag. Patience I ſay, your mind perhaps may change, 
Oth.. Never age. 
Bike to the Ponzick, Sea, 
Whoſe icy current and compullive courſe, 
Ne'r.feels retiring ebbe, but keeps due on, 
To the Propontickand the Helleſpont : 
Evenſo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne*re look back, ne*re cbbe to humble tove, 
 Tillthata capable and wide revenge. 
Swallow them up. Now by yond marble Heaven, 
In the dae reverence of a facrcd vow, 
Ihere cngage my words. . | 
Fag. Do not riſc yet : [ Jago kpeels. 
Witnels the ever-burning lights above, _ | 
You Elements that clip us round about 3. | 
Witneſs that here, Fagodoth give up 
The cxecutionof _his-wit, hand, heare, 
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To wrong'd Othello*s ſervice: let him command, 
And to obey, ſhall be in me remorce, 
What bloody work fo ever. 
Oth. 1 greet thy love 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bountcous, 
And will upon the inſtant put thee to't, 
Within theſe three dayes, let me hear thee ſay 
That Caſſio's not alive. 
Fag. My triend is dead : 
*Tis done as you rcquett, but let her live, 
Oth. Damn her leud minks : O damn her, 
Come, go with me apart, I will withdraw, 
To furnith me with ſome {wife means of death, 
For the fair devil : now art thou my Lieutenant. 
Fag. I am your own tor ever. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Deſdemona, Emillia, and the Clown. 


Deſ. Do you know Sirra, where the Lieutenant Caſſio lies ? 

Clo. I dare not ſay he lies any where, 

Deſ. Why man ? _ 

Clo. He is a Souldier, and 'for one to ſay a Souldier hes, is ſtabbing; > 

Def. Go too, where lodges he ? | 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where I lie. 

Def. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. 1 know not where he lodges, and for me to deviſe a lodging, and fay 
he lies there, were to lye in mine own throat. | 

Deſ. Can you enquire him out, and be editied by report ? 

Clo. I will catechize the world for him, that is, make queſijons, and by 
them anſwer. 

Def, Seck him, bid him come hither, tell him 1 have moved: my Lord in his: 
behalt, and hope all will be well. 

Clo, Todo this, is within the compaſs of mans wit, and therefore Vle at- 


tcmpt the doing of it. [ Exit, 
Deſ. Where (ſhould I loſe that handkerchief Emillia ? 
Em. I know not Madam. of 


Deſ. Believe me, I had rather loſe my purſe 
Full of Cruſadoes : and but my noble Moor, 
Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs; 
As jealous creature&arezit were enough 
To put him to ill thinking, 
Em. Is he not jealous ?. 
Deſ. Who he ? Ithink- the Sun where he was born, 
Drew all fuch humors from him. [ Enter Othello, 
Em. Look where he comes. 
Deſ.-I will not leave him now, 
Till Caffio be call'd to him : how is it. with you my Lord ? 
Oth, Well my good Lady : O hardneſs to difſemble :. 
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Deſ, Well, my gocd Lord. 
Oth. Give me your hand, this hand is moiſt my Lady, 
Def. It yet has felt no age, nor known no ſorrow. 
Oth. This argues truitfulneſs and liberal hearr, 
Hot, hot, and moilt, this hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from liberty : faſting and praying, 


Much caltigation, exercile devout 3 


For here's a young aud ({weating devil here, 
That commonly-rebels: *tis a good hand, 
A frank one. | 
D'ſ. You may indecd (ay ſo. 
For *ewas that hand that gave away my heart, 
" Oth. Aliberal hand, the hearts ot old gave hands, 
'But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts, 
Def. I cannot ſpeak of this z come now your promiſe. 
Oth. What promiſe chuck ? 


- Def. I have ſent to bid Caſfſio come ſpeak with you. 


 Oth. I havea ſalt and ſullcn rhume oftchds me, 
Lend me thy handkerchict. 
Def. Here my Lord. 
Oth. That which I gave you. 
Deſ. 1 have it not about mc. 
-Oth. Not. 
Def. No indeed my Lord. 
Oth. That's a fault: that handkerchief 
Did an Fg yprian to my mother give, 
She was a Charmer, and could almoft read 
Tie thoughts of people 3 ſhe told her while ſhe kept it, 
*T would make her amiable,and ſubdue my father 


 Intirely to her love : But it ſhe loſt it, 


Or made a gift of it, my fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his ſpirit ſhould hunt 
After new fancies: She dying gave itane, 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her Idid lo, and take heed on't, 
Make it a darling like your precious eye, 
To loſe, or giv't away, were ſuch perdition, 
As. nothing elſe could match. 

Def. Ist poſlible ? 

Oth. *Tis true, there's magick in the web of it, 
A Sybel-that had numbred in the world, 
The Sun to courſe two hundred compaſſes, 
In her prophetick tury, ſowed the wark : 
The worms were hallowed that did breed the (ilk, 
And it was died in Mummy, which the skiltul 
C onccrve ot Maidens hearts. 
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Def. Indeed, is't true ? 
0th. Moſt veritable, therefore look to't well. 
Deſ. Then would to God that 1 had never ſeen ic. - 
Oth. Ha, wherefore ? 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak ſo ſtartingly and raſh ? 
Oth, V'it loſt ? Ii gone? ſpeak, is it out o'th way ? 
Def. Bleſs us. 
Oth. Say you? 
Def. It is not loſt, but what and if it were ? 
0th. Ha. 
Def. I ſay it is not loſt; 
Oth. Fetch't, let me ſee it, 
Deſ. Why (ol can Sir, but I will not now, 
This is a trick, to put me from my ſuit, 
I pray lct Caſſio be receiv'd again. 
Oth. Fetch me that handkerchict, my mind miſgives. 


Def. Come, come, you'l never meet a more ſufficient mar.. 


Oth. The handkerchiet. 

Deſ. A man, that all his time 
Hath tounded his-good fortunes on your love, 
Shar'd dangers with you. 

Oth. The handkerchicf. 

Deſ.. In ſooth you are to blame, 

Oth. Away. Exit, 

Em. Is not this-man jealous ? 

Deſ.. I nere ſaw this before : 
Sure ther's ſome wonder in this handkerchict, 
L am molt unhappy in the loſs of it.. 


Enter Jago and Caſlio. 


Em. "Tis not a year-or two ſhews us a man, 
They are al'rbut ſtomachs, and we all but food 3. 
They cat- us hungerly, and when they axe full, 

They belch us; look you, Cafſio and my husband. 
ag: There is no other way, *tis ſhe muſt do it; 
And lo the happineſs, go, and importune her. 

Deſ., How now good Caffio, what's the news with you? 

Caf. Madam, my former ſuit : 1 do befecch you, 
That by your vertuous means, I may again, 

Exiſt, and be a member of his love, 

Whom 1], with all che office of my heart, 
Intirely honour, | would not be delayed : 

If my offence be of ſuch mortal kind, 

That not my ſervice pa nor preſent ſorrows, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, 

Can ranſom me into his love again 
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Bt ro know ſo, muſt be my benehr, 
< } (hall I cloath me ina forc'd content, 
And ſhut my {zlt up in ſome other courle, 
To fortunes ales. 

Deſc Alas thrice gentle Caſſo, 
My advocation is not now in tune 5 
My Lord is not my Lord, nor ſhould I know him, 
\Were he in favour.,as in humor altcr'd : 
So help me, every {pirit ſandihcd, 
As I have ſpoken tor you all my beſt, 
And food within the blank of his diſpleaſure, 
For my free ſpeech you mutt a while be patient, 
Wyratl can dol will, and morel will 
Then for my fclt 1 dare, lct that fufhce you. 

ag.” Is my Lord angry ? 

_ £#:, Hc went hence but now, 

And certainly in ſtrange unquietneſs. 

Fag. Can he be angry ? 1 have ſcen the Cannon, 
V\ hen it hath blown his ranks into the air 3. 

And like the devil trom his vcry arm, I 
Putt his own brother, and can he be angry ? 
Something, of moment then - I will go meet him, 
There's matter in't indeed, it he be angry. 

D:ſ. 1 prethee do {o: ſomething ſure of State, 
Eicher from Venice, or ſome unhatche practice, | 
Male demonſtrable here in Cypres to him, 

Hith pudlcd his clear ſpirit, and in ſuch caſes, 
Mcns natures wrangle with inferiour things, 
Tho great ones are the object, 

*T1Seven (ſo 3 for Jet our fhnger ake, 

And it endues our other healthtul mcmbers, 
Even to that ſenle of pain 3 nay, we muſt think, 
Mcn are not gods, 

Nur of them look tor ſuch obſcrvances |! 
Ae hts the Bri'al : bcſhrew me much Emilia, 
I was (unhandſame warricr as Iam) 
Arraigning his unkindneſs with my foul 3 

Fic now I find, 1 had ſubborn'd the witneſs,” 
/\nd he's indited fallſly. 

Em. Pray heaven it be State matters as you think, 
/.nd no conception, nor no jealous toy 
Concerning You. 

Def. Alas the day, I never gave him cavſe. 

fm. But jcalous fouls will not be anſwered fo, 
Ficy are not ever jealous tor the caule, -* 4 0 
Pit jealous for they are jealous : *tis a montter, 
B. gat vpon it {clt, born on it (clt 
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Def. Heaven keep that monſter from Othello*'s mind, 


Em. Lady, Amen. 
Def, 1 will go ſeck him, Caſio walk here about, 


Tf 1 do tind him fit, Ple move your ſuit, Exeunt Deſd. 


And ſeek to affeQ it to my uttermolt. and.Emillia. 
Caf. I humbly thank your Ladithip. - Enter Bianca, 
Bian. Save you tricnd Caſſto. 

Caf. What make you from-home ? 

How is it with you my moſt fair b/anca ? 

Indeed ſweet love I was coming, to your houle. 

Bia. And I was going toyour lodging Caſſtoz 
What keepa week away? ſeven days and nights, 
Eightſcore cight hours, and levers abſent hours, 
More tedious then the dial, cight{core times, 

O weary reckoning ! 

Caſ. Pardon me Bianca, 

I have this while with leaden thoughts been preſt, 

But I thall in a more continuate time, 

Strike off this ſcore of abſence: ſweet Bianca, 

Take me this work out, 

Bia. Oh Caſſiv, whence came this ? 

This is ſome token trom anewer friend 

To the telt abſence, now I feel a cauſe, 

Is*t come to this? well, well. 

Caſ. Goto woman, 

Throw your vile ghefſes in the devils teeth, 

From whence you have them, you are jealous now, 

That this is from ſome Mitireſs, ſome remembrance, 

No in good troth Bianca. 

Bia. Why, whoſe is it ? 

Caſ. I know not ſweet, I found it in my chamber, 
T like the work well, ere it be demanded, 

As like enough, it will I'de have it coppicd, 

Take it and do't and leave me for this time. 

Bia. Leave you, wherefore ? 

Caf. I do attend here on the General, 

And think it no addition, nor my with, 

To have him ſee me woman'd. 

Bia. Why 1 pray you ? 

Caſ. Not that I love you not. 

Bia, But that you do not love me: 

I pray you bring me on the way a little, 

And ay, it I ſhall ſee you ſoon at night. 

Caf. "Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For latterid here, but Ple ſee you ſoon. 

Bia, *Tis very good, I muſt be circumſtanc'd, Exennt, 
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Acus Quartus. Scaena prima. 


Exter Jago ard Othello. 


Fats Ill you think fo ? 
Oth. Think fo Fago. 
Fag. What, to kiſs in private ? 
Oth. An unauthoriz'd kiſs. 
Zag. Or to be naked with her fricnd abed, 
An hour. or more, not mcaning any harm ? 
Oth. Naked abed Fago, and not mcan harm ? 
It is hypocrihe againſt the devil : | 
They that mean vertuouſly, and yet do ſo, 
The deviltheir vertue tempts, and they tempt heaven. 
Jag. So they do nothing *tis a venial flipz 
But it I give my wife a handkerchicf. 
os. What then ?- 
Why then *tis hers my Lord, and being hers, 
She Hp think, beſtow't on any man. 
Oth. She is protectreſs of her honour. too, 
May ſhe give that ? 
Fag. Her honour is an effence that's not ſeen, 
They have it very ott, that have it not: 
Rut for the handkerchief. 
Oth. By heaven would moſt gladly have forgot it :. 
Thou (aidſit COit comes © "Te my memory, 
As doth the Raven o're the infected houle; 
Boding to all.) he had my handkerchict. 
Fag. What of that ? 
Oth. That's not ſo good now. | 
Tag. What if had ſaid I had ſeen him do you. wor ?: 
Or heard him ſay, (as knaves be ſuch abroad, 
Who having by their own importunate ſuite, 
Or.voluntary dotage of ſome Miltris, 
Conjurcd, or ſupplicd them, cannot chuſe, 
But they rnuſt blab.) 
Oth, Hath he faid any thing ? 
Jag. He hath my.Lord, but be you well aſſur'd, 
No more then he”! unſwear. 
 Oth. What hath he ſaid ? - 
FZag, Why that he did — know-not what he did. 
Or. Wh at ?- ag. Lye. 


Oh. 


© the Moorof Venice. 
Oth. With? : | | 
Jug. 'With her, on her, what you will. 

Oth, 


Lie with her, lic on her ? We ſay lie on her,when they bely her; Tyewith 
her, that's fulſome, handkerchiets, contetlion, handkerchiets: to conte(s, and be 
hang'd for his labour, tir{t'to be hang'd, and then to confeſs; I tremble at it: 
Nature would not inveſt her ſelf in ſuch ſhadowing paflion, without ſome in- 
firuction : It is not words that ſhakes me thus, .(piſh) noſes, ears, lips : Is't poſ- 
ſible ? confeſs ? handkerchict ? O devil. Falls in a trance. 

ag. Work on my medicine, work : thus credulous fools are caught, and ma- 
ny worthy and chaft Dames, even thus (all guiltleſs) meet reproach ; What 


ho my Lord, my Lord I ſay, Othello—how now Caſſto ? 


Enter Caſio. 


Caſ, What's the matter ? 
Fag. My Lord is fallen into an Epilepſy, 
This is his ſecond fit, he had one yelterday. 
Caf. Rubhim about the temples. 
Fag. No, forbear. 
The Lethargy mult have his quiet courle, 
It not, he foams at mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to ſavage madneſs: look,he (tirs : 
Do you withdraw your ſclfa little while, 
He will recover ſtraight 3 when he is gone, 
I would on great occaſion ſpeak with you. 
How is it General, have you not hurt your head ? 
 Otb, Doſt thou mock me ? Exit Caf. 
Fag. I mock you, no by heaven, 
Would you would bear your fortunes like a man, 
Oth. A horned man's amonſier, and a beaſt. 
Zag. There's many a beaſt then in a populous City, 
And many a civil monſter, 
Oth. Did he confels ? 
Fag. Good Sir be a man, 
"Think every bearded fellow, that's but yoak'd, 
May draw with you, there's millions now alive, 
That nightly lye in thoſe improper beds, 
Which they dare {wear peculiar : your caſc is better; 
CO) *tis the ſpite'of hell, the fiends arch mock, 
To lipa wanton in a ſecure Couch, 
And to ſuppoſe her chalt : No, let me know, 
And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 
Oth, O thou art wiſe, *tis certain. | 
FZag. Stand you a while apart, 
Conhne your ſelf but in a patient liſt : 
Whilſt you were here orewhelmed with your grict, 
(A paſſion moſt unfitting ſuch a man,) 
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Cffio cam hither, I ſhifted him away, 
And layed good ſcuſe upon your extaſy 
Bad him anon retire, and here ſpeak with me, 
*The which he promis'd : But incave your ſelf, 
And mark the jears, the gibes, and notable {corns, 
That dwell im every region of his face 3. 
For I will make him tell the talc anew, 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and. when; 
He has, and is again to cope your. wite : 
I ſay, but mark his geſture, marry patience, 
Or I ſhall ay, youare all in all, in ſpleen, 
And nothing of a man. 
Oth. Dolt thou hear Fago, 
I will be found moſt cunning in my paticnce , 
But doſt. thou hear, molt bloody. 
Fag. That's not amiſs: 
But yet keep time in all : will you withdraw 7 
Now will I queſtion Cafſo of Bianca 
A hufwife, that by ſelling hcr d<tires, 
Buys her {clf bread and cloaths 3 it is a:creature, 
[That dotes on Caffo 3 as '*tis the ftrumpets plague 
. To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one : Enter Caf. 
He, when he kears of her, cannot rctrain 
From the exceſs of laughter : here he comes : . 
As he ſhall ſmile Othello ſhall go mad, 
And nis unbookilh jealoufic mult con{ter | 
' Poor Cafio's ſmiles, geſtures, and light behaviour, 
Quite in the wrong : How do you now Lieveenant ?- 
Caſ: The worlſer that you give me the addition, 
Whoſe want even kills mc. 
Zag. Ply Deſdemona well, and you 2re {ure on't. 
Now, if this ſuit lay in Bzanca's power, 
How quickly ſhould you ſpeed. 
Caſe. Alas poor cative. 
Oth. Look how. he laughs already, 
Zag.. I never knew a woman Jove man fo. 
Caſ. Alas poor rogue, I thirk indeed ſhe loves me-. 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out, 
Fag. Do you hear Caſio? - 
Oth. Now he importunes him to tell it ons 
Go to, well ſaid, 
Fag. She gives it out that you ſhall marry her, 


Bo you intend it ? 
Caf. Ha, ha, ha. 
Qth, Da you triumph Roman, do you triumph ? 
Caſe I marry hes ? + what ? a Cuſtorner 3 

I prethce bear ſoruc.charity to my wit, 


_- the Moore of Venice. 
Do not think it fo unwholfome :. ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. So, to, fo, ſo, they laugh that wins. 
Fag. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall mazry her, 
Caſ. Prethce (ay true, 
Fag. 1 am a very villain elſe. 
Oth. Ha you ſcoar'd me ? well. | : | 
Caſ. This is the monkies own giving out ſhe is perſwaded I will marry "| 
her, out of her own love and flattery, not out of my promile. | 
' 


Oth. Fago beckons me, now he begins the ſtory, 

Caſ. She was here even now, ſhe haunts me in every place, I was tothcr 
day talking on the ſea bank” with certain Venetian, and thicher comcs this bau- 
ble, falls me thus about my neck. 

Oth. Crying, O dear Caſſio, as it were : his geſture imports it, | 

Caf. So hangs and jolls, and weepz upon me 3 fo hales,and pulls me,ha,ha,ha-. 

0th. Now hetells hoy ſhe pluckt him to my Chamber 3 
I fee that noſe of yours, but not that dog I ſhall throw't to. 

Caſ. Well, I muſt leave her company : Enter Blanca. 
Before me, look where ſhe comes, 3 
Tis ſuch another Fitchew 3 - marry a perfum*done: What do you mean by this 
haunting of me ? | 

Biz", Let the devil and his dam haunt you : what did you. mean by that 
ſame handkerchict you gave me even now ? I was a tine tool to take itz 1 mult 
take out the work, a jtkely picce of work, that you-ſhould tind it in your cham- 
ber, and not-know who left it there: this is ſome minxcs toxen, and I mult 
take cut the work there, give .it the hobby-horſe 3 wherefoever you had it, . 
Vle take out no work or't. 

Caf. How now my ſweet Bianca, how now, how now ? 

Oth. By heavcn that ſhould be my handkerchict. 

Bia. An you'll come to ſupper to night, you may, an-you will not, come 
when you are ncxt prepar'd for. | | y Exit. . 

ag. Aﬀter her, after her, . | 

Caf. I muſt, ſhe] rail ithe ſtreet elſe 

Fag. You ſup there. 

Caſ. Yes, I intend ſo. 

Fag. Well. I may chance to ſce you, for I would very- fain ſpeak with 
YOu. | 

Caſ. Prethee come, will you ? 

Jag. Go to, fay-no more. Ex#in Calſlio. --. 

Oth. How (hall I'murder him: Fago? - _ 

Fag. Did you perceive, how he laughed at his vice ? wy z 

Oth, O 7age. Je 2: 

ag. And did you ſee the handkerchief ? - 

Oth. Was that mine ? | 
I would have him nine years a killingz a fine woman, a fair wornan, a {iyect 
woman. 
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Jug: Nay, you muſt forget that- 
Oh. And let her rot and periſh; and be damn'd to night, for {he ſhall 
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live ; no, my heart is turn'd toa ſtone 3 I irike it, and it hurts my-hand : O the 
world hasnot a ſ{weater creature, ſhe might lie by an Emperors fide, and com=- 
; mand him tasks. | 
KH + Fag. Nay, that's not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, I do not ſay what ſhe is: So delicate with her neadle, an 
admirable Mulitian 3 O ſhe will ling the ſavageneſs out of a Ecar 3 of {6 high 
and plentious wit and invention. 

Fag. She's the worle for all this, ; 

Otb, A thouſand chouſand times: and then of fo gentle a condition. 

Fag. I, too gentle. 

Oth. Nay that's ceitain, but yet the pity of it Fago, oh the pity. 

Fag. It you be ſo fond over her iniquity, give her patent to offend, for it it 
teuches not you, it comes near no body. Y 

'Oth. I willchop her in meſſes, —cuckold me ! I 

Zag. O, *tis foul in her. | 

Oth. With minc Ofhcer. 

 Fag. That's foiilcr. 

Oth, Get me {ome poiſon Pack this night Ile not expoſtulate with her, 1c 
her body and beauty unprovide my mind agen, this night Fago. 

Fag. Do it not with poyſon, tirangle her in her bed, cvcn the bed ſhe hath 
contaminated, 

Oth. Good, good, the juſtice of it pleaſes, very good. 

Jag. And tor Caſfi», let me be his undertaker ; you ſhall hear more by 
n.idnizh'. A Trumpet. 


Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and Attendants. 


Oth. Excellent good : 
"What Trumpet is that ſame ? 

ag, Som*thing from Yenice ſure 3 *ctis Lodovico 
Come trom the Duke, and ſee, your wite is with him. 

Lod. Save you worthy General. 

Oth. With all my heart Sir. 

Lod. The Duke and Scnators of Venice grect you, 

Oth. T kiſs the infirament of their pleaſures. 

Def. Ani what's the news good couſen Lodovico ? 

ag. lam very glad to ſee you Scignior :— 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Log. 1 thank you, how docs Licutenant Cafſio? 

Fug. Lives Sir. 

Def. Couſen, there's fallen between him and my Lord, 
f.n unkind breach, but you ſhall make all well. 

Oth. Are you ſure of that? 

Def. My Lord. | 

0th, This fail you rot to doy as you will, — 

Lod, He did not call, he's buſic in the paper; 
Is there Diviſion *twixt my Lord and Caſſio? 


D. f; A moſt unhappy one, I would do much 
to attone them, for the love I bear to Cafſio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimſtone. 

Deſ. My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wilc ? 

D:ſ. What, is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the letter mov'd him; 
For as I think they do command him home, 
Deputing Caſſio in his government, 

Deſe Trutt me, | am glad or't. 

Oth. Indced. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Tam glad to (cc you mad, 

Deſ. How ſweet Othello ? 

0th. Devil. 

Def. I have not deferv'd this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be belicv'd in Venice. 
Tho 1 ſhould ſwear I ſaw : *tis very much, 
Make her amends, the weeps. 

Oth. O Devil, Devil, 
If that the carth could teem with womens tears. 
Each drop the falls would prove a Crocadile : 
Qut of my fight. 

Deſ. 1 will not ſtay to offend you. 

Lod. Truly an obedicnt Lady 
I do beſeech your Lordſhip, call op back, 

Oth. Mittrels. 

Deſ. My Lord. 

Oth. What would you with her Sir ? 

Lod, Who I my Lord ? 

Oth, 1, you did wiſh that T would make her turn : 
Sir ſhe can turn, and turn, and yet goon, 
And turn again, and the can weep Sir, weep3 
And lhee's obedient, as you ſay obedient, 
Very obedient, procecd you in your tears, 
Concerning this Sir : O well painted paſſion: 
I am commanded home :—get you away, 
I'le ſend for you anon:—Sir, I obey the Mandat, 
And will returne to Venice :—hence avant, 
Caſſio (hall have my place 3 and Sirto night 
I do intreat. that we may ſup together. 
You are welcome Sir to Cyprus, —goats and monkies, 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full Senate. 
Call all in all (ufhcient ? This. the noble nature, 
Whom pathion could not ſhake ? Whoſe ſolid vertue, 
The (hot of accident, nor dart of chance: 
Could neither graze nor pierce ? 


the Moor of Ve enice. 
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ag. He is much changed. 7 

Lo. Are his wits ſafe ? is he not light of brain? 

Fag. He's that he is, I.may not breath my cenſure, 
What he might be, if what he might be, he is not, 
I would to heaven he were. 

Lod. What, ſtrike his Wife ! 

Fag. Faith that was not ſo well; yet would I knew 
That firoak would prove the wort. 
Lod. Is it his uſc ? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood, 
And new create this tault ? 

Zag. Alas, alas: 
Jr is not honeity in me to ſpeak 
What I have ſcen and known 3 you ſhall obſerve 
And his own courſes will denote him (oz 
[That I may ſave my ſpecch: do but go after him, 
And marke how he continues. 
Lod. I am ſorry that 1 am deceiv'd in him Exeut. 


Enter Othcllo ard Emillia. 


Oh. You have ſ<cn nothing then. 
Fm. Nor ever hcard, nor evcr did ſuſpect. 
0th. Yes,and you have ſeen Caſſioand ſhe together. 
Em. But then ſaw no harm, and then 1 heard 
ach ſyllable that breath made up between 'em. 
Oth., What, did they never whiſper ? 
Em, Never, my Lord. | 
0th. Nor ſend you out o'the way ? 
Em, Never. | 
-Oth, To fetch her Fan, her Mask,her Gloves,nor nothing. 
Em. Never, my Lord. | 
Oth, That's firange. 
Em. I durſt my Lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Tay down my ſoul at Rake: it you think other, 
Kcmove your thought, it doth abuſe your boſome. 
- Tt any wretch ha put this in your head, 
' Let heaven require it with the Serpents curſe, 
For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſt, and true, 
"There's no man happy, the pureſt of their wives, 
1s foul as ſlander. Exit Emullias 
Oth. Bid her comehither, go, 
'She ſays enough, yet ſhe's a ſimple Bawd, .. 
That cannot ſay as much: this is a ſubtle Whore, 
A cloſet, lock and key, of villanous ſecrets, 
Aud yet ſhee*l kneel and pray, I ha ſeen her do't. 
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Enter 


the Moor of Yemce. 
Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 


Deſ. My Lord, what is your will ? 
Oth. Pray chuck come hither. 
Deſ. What is your pleaſure ? 
Oth. Let me ſee your eyes—look in my face. 
Deſ. What horrible fancy's this ? 
Oth. Some of your funQion Miltreſs, 
Leave procreants alone, and ſhut the door, 
Coff, or cry hem, if any body come, 
Your Miſtreſs, your Miſtreſs 3 nay diſpatch. 
Def. Upon my knees, What does your ſpeech import ? 
I underſtand a fury in your words, 
But not the words. 
Oth, Why, what art thou? 
Def. Your wife my Lord, your true and loyal wife. 
Oth, Come, ſwear it, dam thy elf, | 
Leſt being like one of heaven, the devils themſelves 
Should fear to ſeize thee, therefore be double damn'd ; 
Swear thou art honeſt. 
Deſ. Heaven doth truly know it. 
Oth. Heaven truly knows, that thou art falſe as hell. 
Deſ. To whom, my Lord, with whom ? how aml falfe? 
Oth. 'O Deſdemona, away, away, away. 
Def. Alas the heavy day, why do you weep ? 
Am the occaſion of thoſe tears my Lord ? 
Tf haply you my father do ſuſpeQ, 
An inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me 3 if you have loſt him, 
Why 1 have.loſt him too. 
Oth. Had it pleas'd heaven 
To try me with affliction, had he rain'd 
All kinds of ſores, and ſhames on my bare head, 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips, 
Given to captivity, me and my hopes, 
I ſhould have found in ſome part of my ſoul 
A drop of patience; but alas to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of ſcorn, 
To point his ſlow unmoving finger at—oh, oh, 
Yet could I bear that too, well, very well. | 
But there, where I have garncr'd up my heart, 
Where cither'I muſt live, or bear no lite, 
The fountain from the which my currant runs, 
Or elle drives up, to be diſcarded thence, 
Or keep it as a Ceftern, from foul Toads 
To knot and genderin: turn thy m—_taſg there, . 
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Patience thy young and roſc-lip'd Cherubin, 
I here look grim as hell. 
Def. 1 hope my noble Lord 'eſteems me honeſt. 
Oth. O1, as ſummers flics are in the ſharnbles, 
That quicken even with blowing : 
© thou black weed, why art ſo lovely fair * 
Thou ſ{mclit fo ſweet, that the ſence akesat thee, 
Would thou hadit ne*re been born. 
Def. Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed ?- 
Oth. Was this tair paper, this-moſt goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon ? What committed ? 
Committed :: Oh thou publick Com:moner 3 
L ſhould make'very. torges of-my cheeks, 
Thar would tocinders- burn up modeſty, 
Did | but ſpcak.thy deeds : what committed ? 
Heaven ſtops the noſe at it, and the Moon winks 3 


The bawdy wind that: kifſes all it meets, 


 Kitwhat ſhould go by watcr: prethee to nightr 


Is hutht within the hallow. Mine of earth, 
And will-not hear't: —what commirted ,—impudent ſtrumpet;., 
Def. By heaven yau do me wrong. 
Oth. Arte not you a ſirumpet ?- 
Deſ. No, as Fam a Chriſtian-: 
If to preſerve this-veſtel-for-my Lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Re not to be a ſirumpet, I am none.. 
Oth. What, not:a whore ?- 
Deſ. No asl ſhall be faved.. 
Oth. 1s't poſſible ? 
Deſ. Oheaven torgive us. 
Oth, I-cry you mercy then, 
Þtook you for that cunning whore of Venice 
That married with OzbcHo: You miſtrefs, 
Ehat have the ofkce appoite to St. Peter, 
And keeps the gates in hell 3. you, you, I you 
We ha done our courſe. there's money for your pains; 
I pray you turn the key, aud kecp our counſel Exit: 
Em. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive : 
How. do you Madam ? how do you my good Lady: 
Def. Faith halt. a ſkep. 
Em. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord ?- 
Deſ.. With who ?- * 
Em. Why, with my Lord Madam. | 
Def... Who isthy Lord ? 
Em.. he that is yours, {ſweet Lady. | 
Diſs Lha.none, do not talk to me Emilliz;. 
I*'cannot: weep, nor anſwer have I none, 


Enter Emillica«. 


the Moor of Venice. 
Lay on my bed my wedding ſheets, remember, 
And call thy husband hither. 
Em. Hereis a change indeed. Exit, 
Def. *Tis meet ſhould be uſ*d fo, very meet, 
How have I been behav'd, that he might ſtick 
The ſmall opinion on my leaſt miſuſe. 

Fag. What is your pleaſure Viadam ? 

How is't with you ? | 

Def, I cainot tell, thoſe that do teach young abes, 
Do it with gentle means, and eafie taskes 3 
He might ha chid me ſo, for in good faith, 

JJ am a child to chiding. | 

J's. What is the matter Lady ? 

Em. Alas Fago, my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 
Thrown ſuch deſpite, and heavy tearms upon her - 
As true hearts cannot bear. 

Deſ. AmlI that name Fago ? 

Jo: What-name fair Lady ? 

eſ. Such as ſhe ſays my Lord did ſay I was. 

Em. He calld her whore a beggar in his drink 
Could not have laid ſuch tearms upon his Caller. 

Fag. Why did he ſo? | 

Def. 1 do not know, I am fure 1am none ſuch. 

ag. Do not weep, donot weep: alas the day. 
Em. Has ſhe forſook ſo-many noble matches, 
Her Father, and her Country, and. her Friends, 
To be call'd whore ? would it not make one weep? 

Def. It is my wretched fortune. 

ag. Beſhrew him for it: how comes this trick upon him? 

Def. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Em. 1 will be hang'd, it ſome eternal villain, 

Some buſiec and infinuating rogue, 
Some cogging, couſcning ſlave. to get ſome office, 
Have not devis'd this ſlander Ple'be hang'd clfe. 
Fag, Fie thereis no ſuch man, it is impoſſible. 
Def. It any ſuch there are heaven pardon him. 
Em. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones : 
Why ſhould he call her whore ? who keeps her company ? 
What place, what time, what form, what likelihood ? 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villanous knave , 
Some baſe notorious knave, ſome ſcurvy fellow 
© heaven, that ſuch companions thoudſt unfold, 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip, | 
To laſh the raſcal naked through the world, 
Even from the caſt ro*th welt. 

fog: Speak within doors. 

Em. O fieupon him; ſome ſuch Squire he was, 
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Enter Jago 
and Emillia. 
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That turnd your wit, the ſcamy fide without, 
And made you to ſuſpet me with the Moor. 
fag. You are a tool, go to. 
Deſ. O good Fago, 
What ſhall I do to win my Lord again? 
Good fricnd go to him, for by this light of heaven,, 
I know not how I lolt him.. | 
Herel kneel: 
It ere my will did treſpaſs *gainit his love, 
Either in diſcourſe, or thought, or actual deed, 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any ſence, 
Delighted them in any other form; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
 Andever will (though he do ſhake me off 
To beggerly divorccment,) love him deerly : 
Comfort forſwear me. undindneſs may do muchz 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my lite, 
But never taint my love, I cannot ſay whore, 
It doth abhor. me, now I ſpeak the word, 
To do the ac, that might th'addition earn, 
Not the worlds maſs of vanity could make me. 
Fag. 1 pray you be content, *tis but his humour, 
The buſineſs of the State does him offence, 
And he doeschide with you. 
Def. If *twere no other. | 
Fag. *Tis but ſo, I warrant you : 
Hark how. theſe Inftruments ſummon you to ſupper, 
The meat, great Meſſengers of Venice ſtay 3 | 
Go inzand weep not, all things ſhall be well. Exit womans. 
How now Roderigo ?- | Enter Roderigo. 
Rod. I do not find that thou deaf juſtly with me.. 
Zag. What in the contrary? | 
Red. Every day. thou doffeſt me with ſome device Fago.3 and rather as it 
ſeems to me now, keep from me allconveniency, then ſupplieſt me with the 
kaft advantage of hope: I: will indeed no longer indure it, nor am 1 yet per-. 
ſwaded to put up in peace, what already I haye foolilhly ſuffered. 
Fag- ' Will you hear me Roderigo £ SE 
Rod. Sir Ehave heard too much, 
For your words and pertaxmance, 
Are no kin togethcr: 


Fag.. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. 9 | 
Rod. With nought but truth : I have waſted my ſelf out of means 3 the 


| Tewels you have had from me, to deliver.to Deſdemona, would halt. have cor- 
rupted'a Votarilt: you have told me ſhe has receiv'd em, and. return'd. me 
expcQation, and comforts: of. ſudden reſpect? and acquaintance, but I. tind 


NONE]. | 
. Well, goto, very well. 
Jos 7. " Rod, 


e Moore of Yemce. 

Rod. Very well, go to, I cannot go to ( man,) nor *tis not very well 3-1 ſay. 
*tis very ſcurvy, and begin to tind my (clt topt in it, 

Fag. Very well. | | py" 

Rod. I ſay it is not yery well: I will make my (elf known to Deſdemona 3- it. 
ſhe will return me my Jewels, I will give over my ſuit, ard repeLt ny un- 
lawful ſolicitation, if not, aſſure your (elf, Fle ſeck (atisfaRion of you. 

- You have {aid now. | | 
Rod. I, and (aid nothing, but what F proteſt entendment of doing, 
ag. Why now I ſee there's mettle in thee, and even from this inſtant, do 

build on thee a better opinion then ever before 3 give me thy hand Rogderigo :: 
Thou haſt taken againſt me a molt juſt conception, but yet I proteſt, I have 
dealt moſt dircaly in thy affair. | 

Rod. It hath not appeared. | | 

Fag. T grant indeed it hath not appear'd and your ſuſpition is not without, 


wit and judgment : But Roderigo, it thou haſt that within thee indeed, which I. . 
have greater reaſon to believe now, then ever, I mcan, purpoſe, courage, and” 


valour 3 this night (hew it 3 it thou the next night following enjoyelt not Deſ- 
demona, take me from this world with treachery,.and deviſe engines tor wy 
lite. EE? | 
Rod. Well, is it within reaſon and compaſs ? 
Fag. Sir, there is ſpecial commiſſion come from Venice, 
Todepute Caſſio in Othello*s Place, 
Rod. Is that true > why then Othelloand Deſdemona 
Returnagain to Venice. | 
FZag. O no, he goes into Mauritania, and takes away with him 
The fair Deſdemona,_unleſ(s his abode be linger'd 
Here by ſome accident, wherein none can. be ſo determinate, 
As the removing of Caſſic. 
Rod. How do you mean removing of him ? 
Fag. Why, by making him uncapable of Oibelte's place, 
Knocking out his brains. 
Rod. And that you would have me to do. 


Fag. I, and if you dare do your ſclf a protit and right 3 he ſups to night- 
with a harlotry, and thither will I go to him:3 — he knows not yet of his . 


honourable fortune : if you will watch his going thence, which I will faſhion 
to fall out between twelve and one, you-may take him at your pleaſure : I will 
be neer to ſecond your attempt, and he (hall fall beeween us ; come, ſtand;not 


amaz'd at it,but goalong with me,l will ſhew you ſuch a neccifity in his death, - 
that you ſhall think your ſelf. bound to put it. on him. It is now high ſupper . 


time, and the night grows-to walt : about it. 
Rod. 1 will hear further reaſon for this. 
Zage And you ſhall be ſatisticd. Excunt, . 


Enter Othello, Deſdemona, Lodovico, Emillia. 
and Attendants. | 
Lad. | do beſeech you Sir, trouble your ſelt no further, 
Oh, O pardon me, it (halldo me good to walk. 


”-- Ro 
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Ld. Madam, good night, I humbly thank your Ladiſhip. 


Def. Your Honour is moſt welcome. 
- - Oth Will you walk Sir : —O Deſdemona. 


Def. My Lord, | = 
Oth, Getyou to bed o'the inſtant, I will be return'd, forthwith diſpatut 
your Attendant there, —look it be done. Exewnt, 


Def. 1 will my Lord. 
Em, How does it now ? he looks gentler then hedid. 
Def. He fays he will return incontinent : 
He hath commanded me togo to bed, 
And bad me to diſmiſs you. 
=» Em. Diſmiſs me? 
++ Deſc It was his bidding, therefore good Emillia, 
.-/ Give me my nightly wearing, and adicu, . 
We muſt not now difpleaſe him. | 
- WKEm. Would you had never ſeen him. _ 
Deſc-So would not I, my lovedoth ſo approve him, 
That even his ſtubbornnefs, his checks and frowns, 
(Prethee unpin me) have grace and favour in them. 
Em. I havelaid thoſe ſheets you bad me on the bed. 
Def. AlPs one, good father; how fooliſh are our minds; 
Tt 1 do die-before thee, prethee ſhrowd me 
Jn one of thoſe ſame ſheets. 
Em. Come,come, you talk. 
Deſ. My mother had a Maid call'd Barbary, 
She was in love, and he ſhe lov'd prov'd mad, 
And did forſake her ; ſhe had a ſong of willow, 
 An.old thing *twas, but it expreſt her fortunc, 
And ſhe died finging it; that ſong to night 
 Willnot go from my mind : 
IT have much to do; | 
But to go hang.my head all at one fide, and fing it like poor Barbary prethee 
.diſpa'ch. | 
Em. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 
Deſ. No, unpin me here. 
This Lodovieo is a proper man. 
Em. A very hathdſome man. 
\ Def. He ſpeaks well. REN, 
"Em, I know a Lady in Venice, would have walk'd barcfooted to Paleftine for 
a touch of his neither lip. 


-_ 


Deſdemona ſings. 
The por ſoul ſat ſighing by a'ſicamour tree, 


ſing all a green willow, 
Her hand on ber boſome, ber bead on ber knee, 
Jong will, will;w, willows 


o 
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The freſh ſtreams ran by ber, and murmxr*d ber moang, 
fing willow, willow, willow, 

Her ſalt tears fell from her, which ſofined the flones, 
ſing willow, Oc, (Lay by theſe.) 
willow, willow. | 

(Prethee hie thee, he*t come anon.) 
Sing all a green willow muſt be my garland. 


Let nobody blame him, his ſcorn I approve : 
(Nay, that's not next: hark, who's that knocks ?) 
Em. Tis the wind. 
Def; Ical'd my Love falſe, but what ſaid he then ? 
ſing willow, willow, willow, 
If I court mo women, you'l couch with mo men. 
So, get thee gone, good night, mine eyes do itch, 
Does that boad weeping ? 
Em. *Tis neither here nor there, 
Def. 1 have heard it ſaid ſo: O theſe men, theſe men: 
Doft thou in conſcience think (tell me Emillia,) 
That there be women do abuſe their husbands 
In ſuch grow kinds ? 
Em. There be ſome ſuch no queſtion. 
Deſ. Wouldfi thoudo ſach a thing, for all the world? 
Em. Why, would not you? 
Deſ. No, by this heavenly light, 
Em. Nox I neither, by this heavenly light, 
I-might as well do it in the dark. 
Deſ. Wouldf thou do ſach a deed, for all the world ? 
| Em. The world isa huge thing, it is a great price 
For a (mall vice. 
Def. In troth I think thou wouldſt nor. 


Em, In troth I think I ſhould, and undo't when I had done it, marry I: 
would not do ſuch a thing for a  joynt-ring, or for meaſures of Lawn, nor for- 


Gowns, Petticots, or Caps,nor any petty exibitionz but for the whole world : 


why who would not make her husband a Cuckold to.make him a Monarch ? 1 : 


ſhould venter purgatory for it. 
Def. Belhrew-me, if I would do ſuch wrong 
For the whole world. | 


Em, Why, the wrong is but a wrong 1th world 3 and having the world for : 
your labour, *tis a wrong in your own world, and you might quickly make ix 


right, 
Def. Ido not think there is any ſuch woman. | 
Em.. Yes, a dozen, and as many to the vantage, as woald ſtore the world 

they playcd for. | 

But I do think it is their husbands faults, 

If wives do fall: (tay that they flack their duties, 

And pour our trealures into forreign laps, 


Or elſc break out in pceviſh jealouſtes, 
Throwing reltraint upon us3 or ſay they ſtrike us, 
Or ſcant our former having in diſpight, ) 
Why we have galls, and though we have ſome grace, 
Yet have we ſome revenge : Let husbands know 
Their wives have ſence like them they ſee, and (mell, 
And have their pallats both for ſweet and ſowre, 
As husbands have : what is it that they do, 
When they change us for others? is it ſport ? 
I think-it is 3 and doth affection breed it? 
I think it doth; is't frailty that thus crrs ? 
It is fo too; and have not we affections ? 
b; Detires for ſport? and trailty as men have ? 

4 Then let em uſe us well, elſe let em know, 
"The ills we do, their ills inftruct us ſo. 

Def Good night, good night, heaven me ſuch uſes ſend, 

Not to pick bad trom bad, but by bad mend. Exennt. 


>- 
. 


| Aquus Quintus, Scoena prima. 


Exmter Jago and Roderigo. 


Jag. Hz: ſtand behind this bulk, ſtrait will he come, 
; Weare thy good Rapicr bare, and put it home, 
'+Quick, quick, tear nothing, Fle be at thy elbow 3 
Te makes us, or it marrs us, think of that, 
And. fix more firm thy reſolution, 
Rod. Be neer at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
fs Here at.thy hand. be bold and take thy ftand. 
od, T have no;great devotion to the deed ; 
And yet he has given me ſatisfying reaſons 
*Tis buta man gon: :forth.my ſword, he dies. | | a 
Fag. I have rub'd this young Quat almoſt to the ſenſe, 
And he grows angry.,now, whether he kill Caſio, 
'Or Caſio him. or cach do kill the other, <7 
Every way makes n:y game live Roderigo, 
'He.calls me to a rcfticution large, 
For Gold and Jcwels that 1 bob'd from him, ; 
As gitts to Deſdemona=: 
Ie mult not be, it Caſio do remain, 
He has a dayly bcauty in his life, 
That makes me ugly : and'befides, the Moor - 
May untold me to him 3 there ſtand T in much peril : 


the Moor of Penice. 


No, he muſtdie, be*t ſo, I hear him coming, 


_ Enter Caſſio. 


- Rod. I know his gate, *tis he villain thou dicſt. 
Caſ. That thruſt had been my enemy indeed, 
But that my coat is better than thou know'k 
1 will make proof of thine. 
Rod. O, I am ſlain. 
Caf. I am maim'd tor ever, light ho, murder. 


Enter Othello. 


Oth. The voice of Caſſio, Fago keeps his word.. 
Rod, O villain that I am. 
Oth. Hark, *tis even ſo. 
Caſc O help ho, light, a Surgeon. 
Oth. *Tis he, O gave Jags honeſt and juſt, 
| That haſt ſuch noble ſenſe of thy friends wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me;—minion, your Dear lies dead, 
\J. And your unbleſt fate hies ; ftrumpet I come; 
Forth of my heart, thoſe charms thine eyes are blotted, 
Thy bed luſt ſtain'd, ſhall with luſts blood be ſpotted. 


Enter Lodovico and Gratiano. 


Caſ. What ho, no watch, no paſſage, murder, murder. 
Gra. *Tis ſome miſchance, the cry is very dirctul. 
Caſe. O help. Lod. Hark. 
Rod. O wretched villain. 
Lod. Two or three grones, it is a heavy night 3 
Theſe may be counterfeits, let's think*t unſafe 
To come into the cry without more help. | 
Rod; No body come, then ſhall I bleed to death. 


Enter Jago with a light, 


Lod. Hark. 
Gra. Here's one comes in his ſhirt, with lights and weapons. 


Exit. 


Fag. Who's there ? whoſe noiſe is this that cries out muxder ? 


Lod. I do not know, 

Fag. Did not you hear a cry ? 

Caf. Here, here, for heavens ſake help me. 

Fag. What's the matter ? | 
Gra. This is Othello's Antient-asI take it. 
 Lod. The ſame indeed, a very valiantfellow. 
Jag. What are you here that cry = gricvouſly ? 


"i 
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Caſ. Jago, OT am ſpoil'd, undone by villains, 
Give me {ome help. 
ag. O me, Licvtcnant, what villains have done this* , 
Caf. Ithink the one of them is hereabour, \ 
And cannot make away. | - 
Fag. O treacherous villains : 
What are you there? come in and give ſomc help, 
Rod. O help me here. 
Caſ. That's one of em. : 
Jag. O murderous flave, O villain. Thruſts bim in. 
Rod. O damn'd Fago, O inhuman dog,—o, o, 0. 
Jag. Kill men th dark ? where be thoſe bloody thieves ? 
How: hilent is this Town ? Ho, murder, murder : | 
What may you bc ? are you of good or evil ? 
Lod.. As you hall prove us, praiſc vs. 
ag. Scignior Lodovico, 
Lod. Ht Sir. "Ep JED 
Fag.. 1 cry you mercy: here's Caſſio hurt by villains, ” 
Gra. Caſſi. : Y5'4 
ag. How is it brother ? 
Caſ. My leg is cut in two. 
Fag. Marry heaven forbid ? 
Light Gentlemen, Vle bind it. with my. ſhire.. 


Enter Bianca: 


Biz. What is the matter ho, who is't that cried ? 
74g- Who is't that cried ? 
Bia.. O my dear C:ſſiv, O my (weet Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſie. 
ag. O rotable trumpet : Caſio, may you tuſpe 
Who they thould. be that thus have mangled you ? 
Caſc No. | ; 
Gra. Tam. ſorry to find 'you thus, I have bin toſeek you. | 
Fag, Lend me a garter, ſo;-—ho fora chair to bear him. cafily hence. 
Biz. Alis he taintsz; O Caſſio, C:ſſio, Caſſio. 
Fag. Gentlemen all. 1do ſuſpect this Trafb 
To beara part in this injury : patience.awhile. good Caſſio: 
Tome, come. lend me alight : 
Know. wc this face, or no ? | 
Alas my friend; agd my. dear country-man : . 
\ Roderigo? n., yes ſure; yes, *tis Koderigo, 
Gra. What. of Venice? | 
Fag- Even he Sir, did you know.him ? 
Gra, Know. hin? F.. 
Fag. Signior Gratiano, T'cry you gentle gardon: - 
"Thele bloody acci 'ents muſt excule. my- manness ; 
* That ſonegicted you.. 


d | Gra, 


the Moor of Yenrce. 


. Gra, Tam glad to ſee you. | 
Fag. How do you Caſſio? O, a chair, a chair, 
Gra. Koderigo? OR 
Fag. He, *tis he: O that's well ſaid, a chair 
Some good man bare him carefully from hence, 
Ple fetch the Generals Surgeon : for you Miſtreſs, 
Save you your labour, he that lies ſlain here, (Caſſio,) 
Was my dear friend 3 what malice was betwixt you ? 
Caſ. None in the world, nor doI know the man. 
Fag. What, look you pale ? O bear him out oth air. 
Stay you good Gentlewoman, look you pale Miſtreſs ? 
Do you perccive the geſtures of her cye ? 
Nay, an youſtir, we ſhall have more anon: 
Behold her well I pray you, look upon her, 
Do you ſee Gentlemen ? nay guiltincſs - 
Will ſpeak, though tongues were out of uſe. Enter Emi. 


Em. *Las what's the matter ? what's the matter husband ? 


Fag. Caſſio has heen ſet onin the dark, 
By Roderigo, and fellows that are ſcap't, 
He's almoli lain, and Roderigo dcad. 
Em. Alas good Gentleman, alas good Caſſio. 
ag. This is the fruit of whoring z prithee Emillia. 

Go know of Caffio where he ſupt to night , 

What, do you fhake at that ? | 
Bia. He ſupt at my houſe, but I therefore ſhake nor. 
ag. O did he fo, I charge you go with me. 

Em, Fie upon tnee ftrumpet. 
Bia. 1 am no ſtrumpet, but of life as honeſt, 
As you, that abuſe me, 
Em. As I; now ſic upon thee. 
Zag. Kind Gentlemen, let's go ſee poor Caffio drelt 3 

Come Miſtreſs," you muſt tell's another tale. 

Emillia, run you to the Cittadel, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 

Will you go on ? I pray this is the night, 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. Exemunt, 


Enter Othello with 2 light, aud Deſdemona in her bed. 


Oth, It is the caufe, it is the cauſe, my ſoul, 
Let me not name it to you, you chat ſtars : 
It is the cauſe, yet Ple not ſhed her blood, 
Nor ſcar that whiter skin of hers then ſnow, 
And ſmootlzas monumental alablafter; 


elle (he*l betray more men, 
; and then put out the light : 
thou flaming Miniſter, 
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T can again thy former light reſtore, 

Should I repent"me 3 but once pyſtout thine, 

They cunningſt pattern of cxcelling nature, 

I knbw not where is that Prometian heat, 

_ "That can thy light relumine : when I have pluckt the roſe, 
I cannot give it vital growth again, 

It mult needs wither 3 Fle ſimel it on the tree; kiſſes ber. 
A balmy breath, that does almoſt perſwade 

Juſtice her ſelf to break her ſword : one more 3 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 

And love thee atter: one more, and this the haſt ; 

So {weet was ne're fo fatal : I mult weep, . 

But they are cruel tears : this ſorrows heavenly, 

It ſtrikes where it does love : ſhe wakes. 

Deſ.. Who's there ? Othello ? 

Oth. 1, Deſdemona. 

Def. Will you come tobcd my Lord ? 

Oth. Have you praycd to night Deſdemona # 

Deſ. | my Lord. 

Oth. It you bethink your ſelt of any crime, 
VnreconciPd as yet to heaven and gracc, >D 
Soticite for it ſtrait. / 

Def. Alas my Lord, what do you mean by that ? \ 

Oth. Well, do it, and be brict, I will walk by, 

E willnot kill thy unprepared ſpirit, 
No, heaven fore-fend. I would not kill thy foul.. 

Def. Talk you cf killing ? 

Oth. 1, I do. 

Deſ. Then heaven have mercy on me. 

Qth. Amen, with all my heart. | 

Def. If you ſay fo, | hope you will not kill me. 

0th. Hum. | 

Deſc And yet Licaryou, for yare fatal then, 

When your.cyes roul ſo: why I ſhould fear, I know not, 
Since guiltineſs.l know not, but yet I fecl I fear. 

Oth. Think on thy lis, 

Deſc They are loyss -bearto you, 

Oth. Ag icr that thou diett, 

Deſ. That deaths unnatural, that kills for loving 3: 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your neather lip: 

Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very frame, 
Biicſe are portents: but yet I hope 
They do not point on me. 

Oth. Peace. and be till. 

Deſc, I-will fo, what's the matter ? | | 

Oth. That handkerchief which 1 ſo lov'dand. gave thice, 
Thou gavcRt to Caſſiv.. 


Deſ. No, by my life and ſoul, 
Send for the man and ask him. 

Oth. Sweet ſoul take heed, take heed of perjury, 
Thou art on thy death bed. 

Def. I, but not yet todic. 

Oth. Yes, preſently : 
Therefore confe(s thee freely of thy fin, 
For to deny each article with oath 
Connot remove, nor choak the ſtrong conception 
That Ido groan withal: thou art to die. 

Deſc Then Lord have mercy on me. 

Oth. I ſay amen... 

Deſ. And have you mercy too : 
I neverdid offend yau in my lite, —never lov'd Caſio, 
But with ſuch general warranty of heaven, ; 
AsT might love 3 I never gave him token. 


Oth. By heaven I ſaw my handkerchief in his hand : 


O perjur'd woman, thou doſt ftone my heart, 
And makſt me call, what I intend to do, 
A murder, which I thought a facrifice 
I {aw the handkerchief. 
Deſ. He found it then, 
I never gave it him, ſend for him hither, 
Let him confeſs a truth. 
Oth. He has confeſt. 
Def. What, my Lord ? 
Oth. That he hath—vſed thee. 
Def. How, unlawfully ? 
Oth, I. 
Deſ. He will not ſay ſo. 
Oth. No, his mouth is ftop'd, 
Honeſt Fago hath tain order fort. 
Def. My tear interprets then, —what is he dead ?* 
Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, 
My great revenge had ſftomack for em all, 
Def. Alas he is betray*d, and. 1 undone, 


Oth. O ftrumpet,—weepett thou tor him to my face ? 


Def. Obanith mie my Lord, but kill me not. 
Oth. Down (trumpet. 

Def. Kill mc to morrow, let me live to night. . 
Oth, Nay, an you ſtrivc, 

Def. But halt an hour, 

Oth, Being done, there is no pauſe. 


Def. But while 1 ſay one prayer. be ftifles her , 
an HO *4Emillia calls within. 

Em. My Lordgtry Loxd, what ho, my Lord, my Lord, 

Oth, What voice is this? not dead ? not yet quite dead ? 


Oth, *Tis too late. 


) 
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I that am cruel, am yet merciful, 
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THELLO, 


I would not have thee linger in thy pain ;—lo, ſo. 
Em. What ho, my Lord, my Lord. 
Oth. Who's there? 
Em. O good my Lord, I'de ſpeak a word with you. 
Oth. Yes, *tis Emilia, by and by : ſhe's dead : 

Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſio's deaths 


: The noiſe was here 3 ho, no more moving, 


Still as the grave ſhall ſhe come in? wer'e good ? 
I chink ſhe ttirs again; no, what's the beſt ? 


It ſhe come in, ſhe! ſure ſpeak tomy wite. . 


My witc, my wite, what wife? I ha no wife: - 


O inſupportablez O heavy hour. 


Methinks icthould be now a huge Eclipſe 

Ot Sun and Moon, and that the aftrighted Globe, 

Should yawn at alteration. 
Em. I do beſecch you I may ſpeak with you,—O good my Lord, 
Oth. I had torgotten thee : come in Emillia: 

Soft, by and by 3 lct me the curtains draw. Enter Emillia, 

Where art thou? what's the matter with thee now ? 

Em. O my good Lord, yondcr's foul murders done. 

Oth. What? now ? 

Em. But now my Lord. 

Oth. It is the very error of the Moon, 


She comes more near the earth then lhe was wont, 


And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafſio my Lord has kil'd a young Fannie, 
CalPd Roderigo. 

Oth. Rederigo kil'd, and Gaffio kil'd ? 

Ems No Coffs is not kil'd. 

Oth. Not Cafſio kil'd ? then murthers out of tune, 
And ſweet revenge grows harſh. 

Def. O tally, talfly murdered. 

Em. Alas, what cry is that ? 

-Oth. That, what ? 

Em. Out and alas, it was my Ladies voice, 
Help, hclp. ho help, O Lady ſpeak again, 
Sweet Deſdemona, O ſweet Mittreſs ſpeak. 

Def. A guiltleſs death I die. 

- O who has done this deed ? 
Def, No body, I my ſelf, farewel : 


_ iCommend me to my kind Lord, O farewel. be dies. 


Oth. Why how ſhould ſhe be murdered ? 
Em. Alas, who knows ? 

Oth. You heard her'ſay, her (clf, it was not I. 
Em: She ſaid fo, I mult nceds repoit a truth, 
Oth, She's like a yr gen to P—_ hell, 
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[was 1 that kil'd her. 
Em. O, the more Angel (he, 
And you the blacker devil. 
Oth. She turn'd to folly, and ſhe was a whore. 
Em. Thou doſt bely her and thou art a devil. 
Oth. She was falſe as water. 
Em. Thou art raſh as fire, 
To ſay that ſhe was falſe: O ſhe was heavenly truc. 
Oth. Caſſiodid top her, ask thy husband elle, 
O I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed up >n juſt grounds 
To this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 
Em. My husband : 
Oth. Thy husband. 
Em. That ſhe was falſe to wedlock ? 
Oth. I, with Caſſis : nay, had ſhe bin true, 
If heaven would make me ſuch another world, 
Of one intire and perfect Crifolite, 
I'de not have ſold her for it. 
Em, My husband ? 
Oth. 1, *ewas he that told me firſt 
An honeſt man he is, and hatcs the ſlime 
That iticks on hlthy deeds. 
Em, My husband ? | 
Oth. What needs this iteration ? woman, I fay thy husband, 
Em. Oh Mittreſs, villany hath made mocks with love : 
My husband ſay that (he was talſe ? 
Oth. He woman, | ſay thy hushand ; doſt underſtand the word ?: 
My tricnd, thy husband, honett, honett Fago. 
Em. It he ſay fo, may his pernicious foul 
Rot halt agrain a day 3 he lies to'th heart, 
She was too fond of her molt tilthy bargains 
Oth, Ha ? 
Em. Do thy worſt 3 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 
Then thou watt worthy her. 
Oth, Peace, you wcic bc(t, | 
Em. Thou hatt not halt che power to do me harm, b. 
As I have to be hurt: O gull, O dolt, 
As ignorant as durt 3 thgu hatt done a deed— 
I eare not tor thy ſword, Vlemake.thee know, 
Tho 1 loft twenty lives : help, help, O help 3 
The Moor has ki''d my Miltreſs, nuurder, murder. 


Enter Montano, Gragantio, Jago, and others. 


Mon, What is the matter ? how now Genexal ? 
Fmy.- * 


Em. O,are you come Fago? you have done well, 
That men muſt lay their murder on your neck. 
Gra. What is the matter ? "_ 
Em. Diſprove this villain, if thou be'ſta man 3 
- He fays thou toldſt him that his wife was falſe 3 
I know thou didſt not, thou art not ſuch a v1llain 3 
Speak, for my heart is full. 
Zag. I told him what I thought, and told no more, 
Then what he found himſelf was apt and true- 
Em. But did you evcr tell him ſhe was falſe? 
ag. I did. | 
Em. Youtold a lie, an odious damn'd lie 3 
Upon my ſoul a lie, a wicked lic 3 
She falſe with Caſſioz did you ſay with Caſſio ? 
Joe. With Caffio Miſtreſs 3 go to, charm your tongue. 
m. I will not charm my tongue, Lam bound to ſpeak 3 
My Miltreſs here lies murdered in her bed. 
All, Oh heavens forctend. ; 
Em. And your reports have ſct the murder on. 
Oth. Nay, ſtare not maſters, it is true indeed, 
Gra. *Tis a ſtrange truth. 
Mon. O monfirous aQ ! 
Em. Villany, villany, villany ; 
'T think upon't, I think, I ſmell a villany 
I thought ſo then; Fle kill my {elf for griet, 
_. O villany, villany. | 
Tag. What are you mad? Icharge you get you home. 
m. Good Gentlemen let me have leave to ſpeak 
'*Tis properl obey him, but notnow : 
Pertiops Foes I will ne*rc go home. 
0th. Oh, ho, ho. Othy, Falls on the bed. 
'Em. Nay, lay thee down, and roar, 
For thou haſt kilFd the ſweeteſt innocent 
\ Fhar ere did lift up cye. 
. Oth. O ſhe was foul: | 
'T ſcarce did know you Uncle, there lies your Niece, 
Whoſe breath indeed, theſe hands have newly ſtopt 3 
'I know this at ſhews terrible and grim. 
Gr. Poor Deſdemona, | am glad thy tather*s dead, 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief | 
Shore his old thread in twain : did helive now, 
This fight would make him do a deſperate turn, 
Yea, curſe his better Angel from his fide, 
And fall to reprobation. 
 Oth. *Tis pitcitul, but yet Fago knows, 
'That ſhe with Caſio, had the a&t of ſhame _. 
A thouſand times committed 3 Caſſio conteſt it : 


c 
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the Moor of Venice. 
And ſhe did gratific his amorous works, 
With that recogniſance and pledg of love, 
Which I firſh gave her 3 I ſaw it in his hand 
It was a handkerchief, an antique token 
My Father gavemy Mother, 
Em. O —_— ' heavenly powers. 
. Come, hold your peace. 
= 'Twill out, *twill out : I hold my peace Sir» no, 
Vie be in ſpeaking, liberal as the north 3 
Let heaven, and men, and devils, let *em all, 
All, all cry ſhame againſt me, yet Fle ſpeak. 
17% Be wiſe, and get you home. 
. I will not. 
Gra. Fie, your {word upon a woman ? 
Em. O thou dull Moor, that handkerchief thou ſpeak'Rt on, 
I found by fortune, and did give my husband : 
For often with a ſolemn carneſineſs, 
(More then indeed belong'd to ſuch a trifle,) 
He beg'd of me to ſteal it. 
Js Villanous whore: 
m. She gave it Caſſio? no, alas I found it, 
And I did giv't my husband. 
ag. Filth, thou licſt. 
m. By heaven I do not, I do not Gentlemen, 
O murderous Coxcomb ! what ſhould ſuch a fool 
Do with ſo good a woman ? 


The Moor ruxs at Jago. Jago kills his wife, 


Oth. Are there no ſtones in heaven, ; 
But what ſerves for the thunder ? pernfeious villain. 
Gra. The' woman falls, ſure he has kil'd his wife. 
Em. 1,1,O lay me by my Miſtreſs fide. Exit Jago, 
Gra. He's gone, but his wite*s kil'd. 
Mx. *Tis a notorious villain, take your weapon, 
Which I have here recovered from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without, let himnot paſs, 
But kill him rather; I le after that ſame villain, 
For *tis a damn'd flave. Exit Mont. and Gratiano. 
* Oth. IT am not valiant neither, 
But every puny whipſter gets my ſword : 
But why ſhould honour out-live honeſty ? 
Let it go all. 
Em. What did thy ſong bode Lady ? 
Hark, canſt thou hear me ? I will play the Swan, 
And die inmuſick ; willow, willow, willow. 
Moor, ſhe was chat ſhe lov*d thecruel Moor, 
L 
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% OTHELLO, 


So come my ſoul to bliſs, as 1 ſpeak true 3 
So ſpeaking as | think, 1 dic, I die. ſhe dies, 
Oth. I have another weapon in this chamber, 
It is a ſword of Spain, the Iſcbrooks temper : 
© here it is3 Uncle, I muſt come forth. Gra, within, 
Gra. It thou attempt it, it will colt thee deer, 
Thou halt no weapon, and perforce mult ſuffer. | Wy, 
Oth. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak to me, \ 
Or naked as1 am, I will aſſault thec. 
Gra, What is the matter ? 
Oth. Behold, 1 have a weapen, 
A better never did it {clt f1i!tain 
Lipan a Souldiers thigh: I have ſeen the day, 
That with this little azm, and this good ſword, 
I have made my way through! fore impedimcnts 
Then twenty times your liop : but Q vain boalt, 
Who cn controul his tate ? *tis not ſo now. 
Be not affraid, though you Co (ce me weapon'd 3 
exeis my journics end, hcre is my Butt, * 
 LJhevery fea-mark of my utmolt ſail, 
Doxyou go back dilmaid ? *cis a loſt tear, . fi At 
Man but a ruth againſt O:bello's bxealt, 
And he rxetues. VWherc ſhould Othello go? 
How doſt thoulook now ? O ill-(tar'd werch, 
Pale as thy ſmock ; when we ſhall niece. at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl ny ſoul from hcaven, 
And hends willſnatch at it: cvld, cold, my. girl, 
Even like thy chaſtity: O curſed thve:. | 
Whip me you devils, 
From the poſſcfion - f this heavenly (i PE, 


- » Blow me about in winds, roatt me in inpiur,. 


Waſh me in ficep down gulphs of l:quid tire , 
O Deſdemona, Deſdcmona z dead Q, o, o. , 


Enter Lodovico, Montanos and Of cerz, 
Callio in a Chair, 


Tod. Where is this raſh 3nd moſt infortunate man ?: 
Oth. That's he i hat was Osbello, here I aw. 
Lod. Where is that Viper? brivg the villain forth, 
Oth. 1 look down towards his feet, but that's a fablc, 
If that thou be*tt a devil I cannot kill thee; 

"  Lod. Wrench his {word from him, 

Fag. | bleed fir, but not kiFd. 

- _ Oth. Tam not ſorry neither, I'de have thee live; 

 Forin my ſenſe *tis happineſs to die. .. 

Led. O thou Othello, that weirt once ſo gocd, 


Faln 


the Moorof Venice. - 


Faln in the practice of a damned ſlave, 


What ſhould be ſaid to thee? 


Oth. Why, any thing, 
An honourable murderer if you will ; 
For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeſt his villany : 
Did you and he conſent in Caſſio's death ? 

Oth. I. 

Caſ. Dear General, I did never give you cauſe. 

Oth. I do believe it, and I ask you pardon 
Will you I pray, demand that demy devil, 

Why he hath thus infnar'd my ſoul and body ? 

Fag. Demand me nothing what you know you know; 
From this time forth I never will ſpeak word, 

Lod. What, not to pry ?: 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well, thou dot beſt. 

Lod. Sir, you ſhall underſtand what hath befaln, 
Which, as I think you know not : chereis a letter, 
Found in the pocket of the ſlain Roderige 3 
And here another ;. the one of them imports 
Thedeath of Caſio, to be undertook by Roderigo. 

Oth. O villain, | 

Caſ. Mdſt heatheniſh, and moſt groſs. 

Lod. Now here's another diſcontented paper, - 
Found.in his pocket too, and this it {cems, 
Roderigs meant to have ſent this damned villain, 
But that belike, ago in the interim | 
Came in, and ſatisfied him. 

Oth, O the pernitious catiff : 

How came you Caſſio by a handkerchief 
That was my wifes ? 

Coſ. I found it in my chamber 
And hc himſclt confeſ it but even now; 

That there he dropt it, for a ſpecial-purpoſe; 
Which wrought to his detire, 

Oth, O fool, foo), fool. 

Caſ.. There is belides in Roderigoes letter, 
How he obraids 7ago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch whereon it came, 
ThatI wasca(tz and even but now he ſpake, 
Atcer long ſecming dead, Fago hurt him, 
Fagoſet him on, 

- Lod. Yoa muſt forſake this room, and go with us, 
Your power and your command is taken off, 
And Caſſio rules in Cyprus : For this ſlave, 

It there be any cunning cruelty, 
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*. 


torment kim much, and tid tim longs 


Te That en come You ſhall cloſe priſoner reſt, 
Till that the nature of your faule be known 
'To the Venetian It ; ranger, A him ny 


word or tw 2 belogy { 

ſome ſervice and t —< E-4 
x ofeiiie: | pray you in your letters,  . 

2you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, | 

Speaks 60 me as lam; nothing cxtenuate, .. 
Nox ſet down ought in malice : then you maſt ſpeak. 
Of onethat lov'd not wiſely, but too well ; 
Of one not eaſily jealous, but being wrought, - 
Perplext in the extream :. of ane whoſe — bo l 
Like the baſe Indian, threw a pear! away, 
Richer then all his Tribe: of one whole ſubdued eyes, - 


* Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, 


Drop tears, as faſt as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum: Set you down this 3 
And ſay betides, that in Aleppoonce, 
Where a Malignant and a Turband Twrk, ;-s alba 
. Beat a Venctian,and traduc'd the States | 1 
"IF took bi*ch throat the circumciſed dog, | 43% 
Andimote him thus. He flabs bimſelf. 
Lod. O bloody period. 
Gra. All thar's {poke is mar'd. | 
Oth. 1 kiſt thee ere I kild thee, no way but this, 


R191. ſelf, rodieupon a kiſs. He dies. 
This di fexntu houg he bad no weapon 


. For he was great of heart. 
Led, OSpartane dog, | 
More fell then anguiſh, hunger, or the Sea. 
Look on the .tragick lodging of this bed, 
This is thy work; the obje& poiſons fight, 
Let it be hid: Gratiano, keep the houſe, 
And ſeize upon the fortunes of the Moor, | 
For they ſucceed to you: To you Lord Governour, | | A 
"Remains the fenſure of this helliſh villain, | 
The time, the place, the torture3:O enforce it, 
My ſelf will trait aboard, and to theState, 


This heavy a&t with heavy heart relate. Exexnt omnes. 
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